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PREFACR 



Foe several years I have contemplated writing the 
following story ; and in that time I have gathered the 
historical materials on which it is founded. It is nei- 
ther the crude outpouring of an unpracticed pen, nor 
the result of popular prejudice against the Bon^sh 
Church ; on the contrary, my education had an oppo* 
site tendency ; and in early youth the pomp, ceremo- 
ny, and antiquity of the Papal Church strongly inter- 
ested my imagination. 

Sut I became a reader of history, and as my ac- 
quaintance with the progress of the various nations of 
the world extended, the firm conviction came to me» 
that she who claims to be the universal Mother, aims 
at vailing the light firom her disciples, reckless of their 
well-being, so long as the great Deity, the Church, is 
sustained. 

Myself a descendant of d Huguenot refugee, whose 
lomantic adventures are interwoven in the following 
pages, it seems a fitting tribute to the memory of my 
ancestor that his descendant shall lay this offering on 
the shrine of historical and religious fiction. 

At this partictdax epoch, a work covering the whole 
ground of the Bomish persecutions which preceded 
the revocation of the Edict of Nantes, may^e accept^ 
able to the public My object has been to render it 
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popular by giving to its pages all the intezeat of a viv- 
idly told stoiy, while it yet possesses the merit of 
dealing moie in fact than in fiction. 

Li the scenes I have presented to the reader there 
is no exaggeration ; on the contrary, I have found it 
necessary to soften the actual atrocities committed, as 
may be easily ascertained by those who will refer to 
the records of that terrible period. If the perusal of 
these pages induces the uninformed reader to learn 
sometMng of the history and tendency of the Church 
of Bome, my chief object will be attained. Let him 
test the pretensions of the infallible Mother by the 
standard of truth, and learn how much they are worth. 
Let him see honor, good faith, and humanity tram- 
pled under foot by the self-styled successors of St. Pe- 
ter — a series of the most corrupt and ambitious men 
that ever wielded authority. No toyal race, imbecile 
and tyrannical as they usually have been, can com-^ 
pare with the Popes in crime; for no one family could 
have produced such a series of evil men as have arro-; 
gated to themselves the iauthority of God on earth, 
and reared- a vast ecclesiastical despotism which is the 
curse of every country in which it has rqle. 

Claiming the title of the onti/ Christian Church, it 
openly ignores the precepts of Christ ; and- the Saints, 
headed by the Virgin Mary, are the only deities wor- 
shiped ; the sole use made of the Son of God being to 
show his dead image as an object of reverence to the 
ignorant. 

There is, however, some fitness in this; as the 
wooden image, destitute of all vitality, is a suitable 
emblem o^the dead faith, long since buried under su- 
perstition and priestcraft. 



THE HUGUENOT EXILES^ 



CHAPTER I. 

It was a smiling yallej, with a background of mountain 
Boenery of bold and pictoresque aspect. At its base lay an 
ancient town £unous for its Soman remains^ and, in later 
times, for the fierce struggle for reli^ous liberty of which it 
was the theatre. My story commences in the autumn of 
1684, the period so fetal to the Huguenots in France; and 
its scene is the province of Languedoc, then groaning under 
the severe rule of the Due de Noailles. 

This nobleman is represented in history as a man not des* 
titute of humanity, though, in obedience to the commands 
of the court, he certainly ruled the hapless Protestants with 
a rod of iron. His sole aim seems to have been to obey 
the commands of Louvais, the minister of Louis XIY., to 
convert the Beformers by any means. Under the system 
of lawless plunder known as the draggcnade, thousands re- 
turned to the Bomish Church sooner than lose every 4bing 
for their religion. 

The laws protecting the Huguenots were virtually an- 
nulled ; there was neither safety for life nor property out 
of the pale of the Papal Church ; no profession or^rade 
was longer open to them ; their just dues could not be col- 
lected from those who chose to ev{ule them by becoming 
Papists; the priests were omnipotent; the Beformers were 
handed over by De Noailles to D' Aguesseau, the civil Inten- 
dant of Languedoc, for judgment ; and every species of cru- 
elty and injustice was permitted against them. The col- 
leges and academies under their control had been abolished ; 
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many of their cbiircbes destroyed, and the ministers forbid- 
den to exercise tbeir calling ; several bad been arrested and 
severely punished as the authors of sedition ; and those who 
still continued in the exercise of their pastoral duties were 
compelled to preach in. secluded places, with the constant 
fear of an attack from the dragoons upon the worshipers. 
Hence arose the appellation of Pastors of the Desert 

Several miles below the city of Nismes stood an ancient 
chateau, which for generations had been in the possession 
of the Lefevre famil/^— a name distinguished among the 
Huguenots from the times of Francis L, when James Le- 
fevre, a distinguished doctor of theology, gave the first im- 
pulse in France to the religious reform which was so greatly 
needed. 

On this spot the hills sloped gently toward the level land, 
and were covered with the long tendrils of the vine, now 
matted together in picturesque confusion, for the trim order 
that once prevailed among those green alleys was now no 
more. Desolation and ruin had swept over those once pro- 
ductive fidids, and kindly nature, as is her wont, endeavored 
to vail the cruel ravages of man by putting forth luxuriance 
and beauty at her own sweet will. 

On a slight elevation stood the chateau, a portion of it 
evidently of antique • origin, to which additions had been 
made at different epochs. A circular tower stood strong, 
stern, and moss-grown, a type of the iron age in which it 
had been built; its walls were of inmiense thickness, into 
which long, narrow windows were pierced, that command- 
ed a view of the whole panorama beneath. 

It^as easy to im^^ne the stalwart knights of the Mid- 
dle Ages looking out from these loop-holes, and measuring, 
with practiced eye, the danger that approached their strong- 
hold ; while martial hearts beat high with the prospect of 
a fray to break the monotony of an existence to which men- 
tal culture lent no charm. 

Poets have done all in their power to invest the age ot 
knight-errantry with a glory arid a beauty which I fancy 
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•wtte far from being its attributes. Sir Tristram and Sir 
Lancelot sat in their grim abodes amidst wassail and up* 
Toeiry or issued from them to cany desolation and dread 
among the ^^ outside barbarians" who had incurred their dis* 
pleasure. Such, prosaicaUj, was the age of chivaliyy though 
it lives in the imagination as a brilliant phase of ezistenoe, 
in which generosity and valor reigned supreme. 

The additions to this tower seemed to havd been made at 
long intervals of time, for each one displayed a different 
style of architecture, displeasing, perhaps, to a critical taste, 
but making altogether a most picturesque pile of building, 
covered with the moss of accumulated years and the ding- 
ing tendrils of the ivy. A few venerable trees which had 
been spared from the original iforest growth, cast thdr som- 
bre shadows over the old chateau, in keeping with its air of 
decayed grandeur; and a garden, laid out in the stiff and 
ungraceful fashion of the times of Louis le Grrand, was in 
front of the mansion. Li the centre of this was a rustic 
fountain, which cast its waters in a rudely-sculptured basin, 
now covered with the green moss of many years. 

The latest addition to the chateau consisted of a suite of 
rooms opening upon the garden ; th^se had evidently been 
fitted up with care, and with such a d^ree of el^nce as 
a provincial proprietor would be likely to attain.; but the 
floors, so carefully inlaid with woods of different colors, 
were now scratched, and in some places torn up ; the hang- 
ings on the walls, of dressed leather, stamped with scroll- 
work in gold, were cut and de£BM^ ; while the furniture 
had evidenUy been ill-used and destroyed at the caprice of 
its occupants. 

Jn the centre of the room stood a heavy table, elaborately 
, carved, around which a party of a dozen soldiers were col- 
lected, with food and wine before them. They were mostly 
young men, with the gay, reckless expression belonging to 
their dass ; and they shouted, sang, or blasphemed, as suit- 
ed the whim of the moment, without regard to the vicinity 
of the fondly, whose privacy they were authorized to invade 

A2 



10 TBE HUCTDBSBTOT X3CELIES. 

bf the most unrighteous abase of power ever exercised in a 
dvilized coantiy. 

<< I am the state," said that bloated embocUment of to^bI 
Tanitj, Louis XIY. ; and to his ordinances must we look for 
a solution of the scene before us. M. Lefevre was one of 
the most unbending of that fidthf ul band, many of whom 
suffered persecution, imprisonment, exile, and death, for the 
sake of the religion thej professed. The country was filled ' 
with the King's soldiers, ostensibly to keep the Huguenots 
in order, but really to coerce them to return to the Bomieli 
Church ; and the dragoons were quartered on the Protest- 
ant proprietors, with every d^ree of license permitted them 
which brutality might prompt them to exercise. 

Complaint was useless ; there was no redress save in re* 
cantation ; and many preferred this to being impoverished 
and driven from their homes by the intrusion of the rude 
and ruthless soldiery. Not so M. Lefevre-— a man of iron 
nerve, strict conscientiousness, and unbending firmness,' he 
yielded not beneath the pressure of circumstances. He saw 
his lands laid waste, his home desecrated, his substance de* 
voured by the creatures whose demands he was powerless to 
refuse, with that unwavering trust in the mer^ of Him he 
worshiped, which led him to believe that He would yet 
bring Ught out of darkness, and reward those who remain-^ 
ed faithRil to the great cause of truth and spiritual freedom. 

When he looked on those who were dependent on him 
with the disl^ssing thought that ruin impended over them, 
he recalled the promise explicitly given, "Never yet have I 
seen the seed of the righteous begging their bread ;** and 
with fervent faith he gave his beloved ones into the guard- 
ianship of that power which is mighty to save, as to de- 
stroy. 

A wild chorus, which reverberated throughout the build« 
ing, arose from the group around the table. Amidst the up- 
jx>ar, a door leading into the apartment was slowly op^ied, 
and the owner of the chateau stood in the aperture, calmly 
and sadly regarding the reckless faces, now flttshe4 with 
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wiae, whose .piesence beneath his roof had become a horror 
and a loathing to him. ^ . 

M. Lefeyre was rerging toward his sixtiet]^ jear. His 
frame was powerful and firmlj knity with a certain air of 
rude grandeur which. might have distinguished the Stoic 
philosophers. His features were strongly marked, and be- 
longed to the noble tjrpe which sculptors choose when they 
wish to express the higher forms of intellectual and moral 
beauty. His hair, which was partially gray, had &llen 
from the temples and the upper portion of the head, leavii^ 
the r^ons of conscientiousness and firmness fully exposed i 
and one acquainted with human nature who looked upon 
that head, and that fearless face, must intuitively have felt 
that the spirit oi the ancient martyrs animated the heart 
that throbbed within his frame-— that with his last breath 
he would fearlessly proclaim, ^^ Though He slay me, yet will 
I trust in Hhn." 

While he stood calmly surveying the bacchanalian scene, 
the revelers caught sight of him, and one of them, rising 
from his seat, flourished his drinking«cup, and said, 

^ Ho ! old,graybeard I Hast come to test the quality of 
the wine yon sent us? Never was meaner stuff offered to 
his miyesty's soldiers. Trash — absolute vinegar; and I 
prqpose that we seize you, and &xxe yon to swallow the 
whole of the vile compound." 

^^I second that motion," exclaimed another. ^'And I, 
tod I, and I," tumultuously resounded through the room, 
as the whole party arxMse. 

The eye of the old man did not quail, nor a muscle shrink 
before the besotted crew. He knew that only by perfect 
self-command could he control them ; only through moral 
power could he hope to escape the threatened violence. 
He advanced into the ro<Hn with slow tread and composed 
mien; and glancing his clear, resolute-eyes over the party, 
he qpoke in a tone of quiet command which influenced them* 
they knew not why. «| 

'^Messieurs, resume yoor seats, I insist I do not fear 
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jonr violence ; for we have not 8o long dwelt . beneath the 
same roof without coming to a better understanding with 
each other than your present conduct would seem to indi- 
cate. You have exhausted mj cellar, and the wine I offer 
you to-day is such as the times afford. My purse is empty; 
my fields lie desolate ; my home is scarcely a shelter to me. 
What, then, would you ask of a man so crushed and mined 
as I ami" 

'^ We do not ask you for any thing," replied the sergeant 
in command, a roi:^h and coarse-looking man; <* we deinand 
better food, a more generous supply of drink, and hark ye, 
old fellow, we will have them, or make this old ruin as hqt 
for you as that other place to which all heretics are bound. - 
Your being ruined is no concern of ours; we are here by 
the orders of his most Christian Majesty, and it will be a 
dark day for you when you can no longer afford to supply 
our demands.'' 

M. Lefevre listened almost with apathy. He had so long 
foreseen this crisis that when it arrived it found him pre- 
pared, through that desperate feeling that when an evil has 
reached its climax some change for the better must come. 
Whence or how this might be, he could not see, but the be- 
lief sustained him for the time. He said, 

^^ I came lather but now to announce to you that my last 
franc is expended. Credit I can not obtain, for the means 
of repaying will never be mine. The chateau you must oc- 
cupy, if it seems good to you to do so, but your wants I no 
longer possess the means of supplying. The end for which 
you were placed here is accomplished ; the ruin of Hugue- 
not proprietors was the aim of the court; mine is com- 
pleted ; go to D' Aguesseau or his priestly minion and tell 
them so, and they may remove you to better quarters, if 
their malice against me is yet sated." 

While he thus spoke another actor was added to the 
scene. A figure dad in dark, flowing robes,- entered noise- 
lessly through the open door leading into the garden. He 
raised his hand to impose nlenoe on those that saw him, 
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And listened witli an air of scornfol bitterness to the words 
of M. Lefevre. 

The person of the monk was tall and well formed, and 
his features were strongly expressive of a sagacious and 
searching intellect. His eyes were dark and deep set, and 
seemed to glow with the fires of that Tartarus he firmly be- 
Heyed would be the future abode of those benighted beings 
who so madly severed themselves from the Mother Church* 

A reckless fimatic, burning with the united zeal of Loyo- 
la, and of him through whose agency that terrible engine 
of cruelty, the Inquisition, was established. Father Antoine 
seemed as an avenging spirit to the unfortunate Huguenots 
who fell within his ruthless power. The tones of his voice 
were clear, ringing, and hard, as he replied to the words of 
the host. 

*' Ruined, while your acres still remain to you, Victor 
. Lefevre 1 While this house, with its valuable furniture 
and pictures of price^ is yet yours? Go to— what meaneth 
such babbler' 

M. Lefevre turned and suiweyed him with the same un- 
moved expression he had hitherto worn. He replied, 

<* The pictures, save one, are all gone. The plate belong*^ 
ing to my family has, in Hke manner, been sacrificed to sup- 
ply the demands of the soldiers sent to consume my sub- 
stance. The furniture has been destroyed by them; no- 
thing is left save the lands that are now an unproductive 
wilderness, and the old chateau in which we stand. Am I 
not right, then, in saying that I am ruined — ^that nothing 
remains to my family but destitution, perhaps death!" 

<'The last must come to us ail, but if it findeth us pre- 
pared, and in good odor with the only true Church on earth, 
it matters not," said the monk, devoutly crossing himself. 
^' What are earthly tribulations if they lead to everlasting 
glory I Does not God try his chosen ones? and his Church 
but follows his sacred example in bringing back her strayed 
and benighted children, even as through a furnace of fire. 
Oh ! stiff-necked and contumacious man, is not your heart 
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yet bowed before the will of the Most High Grodf Would 
he send these tribulations to you but for your own good I 
and yet you persist in rejecting his efforts to restore you to 
his holy communion, purified from your errors through suf- 
fering." 

<^It has been said, ^ Ask of me bread, and I will not give 
you a stone/ " said M. Lefevre, with an accent of bitter- 
ness. ^< How does this comport with the tender mercies ex- 
tended to me and my brethren by such as you who dare to 
call yourselves the ministers of Christ ? By men who daily 
offer prayers at the shrine of a meek and tender woman, 
and yet commit acts of oppression and cruelty at which hu- 
manity shudders. No — ^in the persecutions that follow those 
of my £Edth I recognize, not the hand of God, bdt tl^e venge- 
ful blows of human hate." 

At these daring words a murmur arose from the soldiers, 
and they made a movement toward the speaker, but it was 
stayed by the priest. 

" No, my children, no. Leave him to me. I have coped 
with more rebellious spirits than this, and came off triumph- 
ant. I would have no violence used toward the outer man. 
I work upon the subtle cords that move men's souls. This 
contumacious heretic thinks we are done with him when his 
worldly cofiers are exhausted, when that is but the com- 
mencement of the end." 

^^ Which end will never be attained, so far as I am con- 
cerned," said Lefevre, sorrowfully but firmly. "All that is 
now left me is my religion ; and if I could be wrought on 
to relinquish that, there would be notldng left for me but 
to do as Job's advisers bade him, * Curse God, and die.' " 

" The God of the heretic may very well reduce his fol- 
lowers to that extr^nity," sneered Father Antoine. " But, 
in the mean time, the wants of these sons of holy Mother 
Church must be provided for. So long as one acre of land 
is held in your name, or one article of value left to you that 
can be made available, you are not freed firom the require- 
ments of the Intendant." 
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Lrfevre sighed heayilj. He said, 

^< Such personal property as possessed any value has al- 
ready been sacrificed. The estate I hold descends to iny son 
by a law of the land, which prevents me fn»n alienating it 
Where, then, shall I turn for means to bear this unright- 
eous imposition, whioh compels me to support a reckless 
and wasteful band of soldiers, whose presence profanes the 
sacre^uess of my hearth, destroys my resources, and reduces 
me to the position of an inferior in the halls of my fathers!*' 

A malignant smile gleamed on the monk's lip. 

<< Methinks you are over-free spoken, M. Lefevre. The 
king does not permit such language to be used toward him 
without bringing the offender to an account for it. We 
will, however, leave l^at for future consideration. In the 
mean time, I wiU inform you that your lands can be readily 
alienated from your son, provided they are purchased by a 
true Catholic. , The rights of heretics are not very scrupu- 
lously guarded by the court, and I know a man who will 
gladly make the purchase, and take all future risks." 

An expression of acute pain passed over the features of 
M. Lefevre, for this inheritance had descended from father 
to son for msmy generations, and lie dung .to the hope of 
bequeathing it to his children with that fond tenacity which 
weds the heart, as with bands of iron, to the spot on which 
we first drew breath, around which ali the tender and pure 
memories of childhood and youth are entwined. He said, 

" The services of my son to the state will surely entitle 
his claim to some respect. He who sheds his blood to sus- 
tain the honor of his countiy should not have his private 
rights thus invaded." 

<^Is he not also a renegade from the true faith! Or has 
he abjured the absurd errors in which he was educated, 
since*he has seen more of the world in which we live! In 
the latter case some consideration may be shown." 

^' Had he done so, he .would be no son of mine," replied 
the £Bkther, with stera emphasis. '^ No. Colonel Lefevre 
is a follower of that great and noble man who proclaimed 



16 THB HtJOtnENOT EXHJSS. 

aloud tbe doctrine that by &ith we live; and he would 
sooner have his tongue torn from his mouth than suffer it 
to belie the belief of his heart, though all his worldly pos- 
sessions, ay, life itself, w»% at stake." And as he thus 
proclaimed his confidence in the principles of his son, the 
Other's form grew more erect, hi» sad eyes gleamed with 
newly-awakened fire. 

^^ Then are his claims reckoned as naught," was the cool 
rejoinder. ^^ I am empowered to act for the party I referred 
to, and that was the business which drew me hither to-day. 
I am quite aware that your resources are exhausted ; and 
from the sale of your lands alone can you raise the means 
to obey the commands of the government with reference to 
these men. You are aware of the consequences if you re- 
fuse to comply with them to the utmost of your ability." 

^' I am ; and I have already said that I can do no more. 
The lands I will not alienate from my son. You can but 
imprison — ^torture me, as you have many others ; but I can 
bear it. . Any suffering to myself is better than unfaithful- 
ness to the claims of another. The right is not mine to 
part from this estate, and I will not act as if it were." 

"An obstinate spirit of independence," sneered the priest ; 
" but we will find means to break it yet. Learn from me, 
M. Lefevre, that I will cause such stores to be brought hith- 
er as are needful for the support of these faithful servants 
of the Church until such time as I consider the old chateau 
and its dependencies as paid for ; then the new proprietor 
can daim his own; and 'should your remonstrances be too 
loud, effectual means will be taken to silence them." 

M. Lefevre bowed calmly and proudly. 

<^I am aware that in your code < might js right.' I can 
only leave myself in the hands of the Most High God, who 
wiU not permit such unrighteousness to prevail, save to pro- 
mote some noble end, vailed in the mystery and darkness 
of the future. If it be His will that I shall be thus hardly 
dealt with, I can submit ; but by no voluntary act of my 
own will I disinherit my son." 
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Ab he finished speaking, he tamed and stawly retraced 
his steps toward the door by which he had entered. Before 
dosing it, he agam faced the group he had just lefiby and 
said, with a fidnt touch of emotion quirering in his voice, 

/^ I came hither to announce to you that death is beneath 
the roof which was so lately ringing with your bacchanalian 
mirth. I simply inform you of this iacty with scarcely a 
hope that my grieb will be respected ; but with the belief 
that common humanity may prevent you from insulting the 
great Conqueror, before whom we must all one day succumb.' ' 
. He closed the door abruptly, and his slow steps were 
heard retreating toward that portion of the building occu* 
pied by his &mily, while the party he had left remained in 
silent surprise at the announcement. ' 

At length the pdest asked of the sergeant, 

^'Who has been ill, Pierre T Is it the mother, or the 
daughter 1" 

'^The old lady, to be sure ; but I had no idea she would 
go this soon." 

^^ Did he say that she is already dead ? I must be on the 
alert, and find out what disposition is made of the remains. 
Be careful, my son, and report faithfully to me all that 
transpires. I shall see you again to-morrow ; in the mean 
time, you need not be particular as to the grief of a heretic 
Since he outrages our sense of religion, you may with im- 
punity outrage him in any other way you please. Bene- 
dicite, my sons ;" and with this blessing, and a sign of the 
cross, the priest stalked away. 

The men looked at each other, and one of them said, 

<' If the old man don't believe in the mass, he's got a 
heart in his body, and I don't feel like hurting it any more 
than it's hurt now ; so / shan't make any more noise, boys." 

^'Nor I," said another; '^because the captain might not 
like it when he hears of it ; for he's mighty sweet toward 
the girl ; and if she complains of our noise at such a time, 
it might go hard with some of us. Father Antoine would 
not step in, I fancy, to shelter us £rom his anger." 
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<<FoohI the captain wouldn't dare to reprimand us for 
any excess in a Ftotestant house," said Pierre. ^^ He would 
be suspected of leaning toward them himself, if the priest 
heard of it ; and we may safely finish our carouse if we 
choose. For my part, I think we may as well ong songs 
here as listen to puritanical chants from the dead room, re- 
minding us all the time that another of the rebellious crew 
has paid the penally of her heresies and gone to the lake 
that bumeih with fire and brimstone. Let us be meny, I 
say ;" and he burst into a drinking song, in the chorus of 
which the whole party joined, except the one who had 
manifested a rude touch of sympathy for the bereaved hus- 
band. 

As the hours sped on their mirth grew- more uproarious, 
until the old walls rang with their wild revehy ; and sadly 
did it contrast with the mournful scene exhibited in another 
portion of the building. 



CHAPTER n. 

The modem portion of the chateau had been taken pos- 
sesBion of by the dragoons, and the funily without ceremony 
required to relinquish their own apartments and retire to 
the more ancient part of the structure. 

In his retreat, M. Lefevre passed through several deserted 
rooms, entirely denuded of their furniture ; for his enforced 
guests appropriated or destroyed every thing within their 
reach ; and the empty walls reverberated his hopeless steps 
with an echo that fell heavily upon his heart Jle at length 
approached the tower, and paused a moment at the door to 
summon courage to enter ; for the sounds of stifled weeping 
came &om within, and he knew that to the heart-grief there 
he could offer no further consolation than the hope of a 
future reunion afforded. 

At length he softly turned the bolt, and stood alently 
surveying the scene presented by the room. It was <^ 
octagon form, and the apertures in the wall which served 
as windows, had be^n, at 43ome period long past, filled with 
stained glass, representing the principal events in the life of 
Christ. Before the Eeformation this room had been used 
as an oratory, and several rude engrav^igs still adorned the 
walls. The treatment of their subjects was not repulsive to 
the purer tastes of the Huguenots, and when other pictures 
had been removed, these had been suffered to remain. As 
objects of art they were worthless, or they would already 
have shared the &te of those which were valuable as copies 
from distinguished masters. 

Among these pictures was a single portrait which had 
been taken from its frame, and rested on a chair. It repre- 
sented the head of a lovely woman, emerging from purple 
and rose-tinted clpuds, which harmonized with the trans- 
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parent delicacy of her complexion. It was not an ideal 
head, for there was little resemblance to the Grecian t3rpe 
which artists moltiplj until it becomes wearisome. This 
was evidently the portrait of a noble, true, and gentle wom- 
an, with intellect, prin^dple, and moral courage beaming from 
the features of r^al mould and most attractive symmetij. 

In the expression of this head there was something pure, 
devotional, seraphic to those who comprehend that the higher 
intelligences which surround the throne of the Eternal must 
have a nobler and truer type than the mere flesh and Mood 
beauty which artists usually assign them. This woman 
looked like she might be the mother of martyrs, or breathe 
out her own spirit* in defense of what she believed to be 
right, rejoicing that her example might enaUe others to re- 
main steadfast in the path of truth. 

In contrast with the Mother of Christ in a holy family 
that hung above it, the doll-like person of Mary seemed a 
caricature of what her high destiny must have made her. 
In delineating the Virgin, the aim of the artist seems ever 
to be, to make a beautiful and refined-looking woman, with- 
out reference to the higher nobility that nature must have 
stamped upon that face which bent above the infant Christ 
and claimed the Bedeemer of the world as her son. 

The hair of the portrait was rolled away from the tem- 
ples, and hung in golden waves around the majestic &ce, and 
the eyes,''of a dark, clear gr&y, beamed with a mild and hu- 
man lustre, that attracted the gaze as to the &.ce of a &iend. 

The apartment was nearly destitute of furniture ; a few' 
antique chairs, covered with faded damask, a table, bed, 
and couch, comprised the whole. The last was drawn into 
the centre of the room, and on it lay the pale and rigid 
form of the original of the portrait we have described. 
Though time had marred the youthful beauty of the feat- 
ures, there was the same magnificence of outline, and the 
same sweet benignity of expression characterized them even 
in death. 

Kneeling beside the couch was a youths female with 
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bowed head and dasped hands, which quivered in every 
muscle with the intense emotion that shook her frame* 
She was unconscious of the approach of her fiftther until 
he stood beside her and spoke. 

^'My child, control tlids outburst of grief; it will only 
unfit you for all that is to come. I thank our Father in 
heaven that he has taken our suffering angel to dwell with 
Him. Never has His mercy been more signally shown 
than in so doing, for she is spared the expulsion from her 
own home which now awaits us." 

At the sound of his voice the young giri raised her head 
and put aside the masses of dark brown hair that had fallen 
over her face. Though pallid from &tigue and mental an- 
guish, it bore suffident resemblance to the portrait to reveal 
the same traits of character impressed on that ; and with a 
power of selfKX)ntarol remarkable in one of hier years, she 
arose, wiped away her tears, and said, 

^^ Pardon this indulgence, dear &ther; it was my selfish 
grief making itself heard in your absence. I feel and know 
that my beloved mother has gone to her reward; and were 
the power mine, I would not summon her back to share our 
dreary and hopeless existence. But human anguish must 
find expression once ; henceforth I can nerve my soul to 
bear all in silence." 

<< My daughter, you inherit her spirit, and I know you can 
bear to the end whatever &te Heaven may send. I thank 
Him, in whose name we sufier, that it is thus, for I sadly 
. fear your lot will be one of peculiar trial. We live in times 
of ^bulation to the steadfast and consdentious Christian ; 
and we know not what temptations may come to us. Here, 
beside the remains of your mother, let us renew our pledge 
to continue true to the end in spite of every lure held out 
by the evil one." 

^^ I accept the pledge, &ther. I promise that I will re- 
main steadfast to the faith imbibed from the pure heart of 
my sainted mother, even if death should prove the penalty 
of my constancy ;" and a pale rose^tint gleamed on the white 
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cheeks of the young enthusiast as she grasped his hand and 
held it above the silent sleeper, whose calm lips seemed to 
smile on them from the repose of death. 

After a pause of deep emotion, M. Lefevre said, 

<^ My daughter, you owe the fulfillment of this pledge not 
alone to the parent you loved, but to the martyred heroes 
of your lineage, who sealed their faith with Iheir blood. 
Your grandfather perished in the massacre of St. Bartholo- 
mew's eve ; my uncle on the hapless field of Jamac ; and 
since the days of Francis L there has not been wanting a 
man of our race to proclaim that vital truth of our relig* 
ion, fearlessly put forth by Luther at a later day, that by 
fisiith we live. Let us pray, my child, that strength may be 
granted us not to shrink from the path trodden by those 
noble men." 

With their hands still clasped the two knelt beside the 
couch, and the fervent tones of the bereaved husband arose 
in solemn cadence to the throne of mercy in a prayer of 
such simple and sublime eloquence as is alone inspired by 
earnest piety and the thrilling belief that the pleadings of 
human anguish are hearkened to by the ear of Deity itself; 
that from His compassionate heart a divine ray of consola* 
tion will penetrate the gloom, bringing with it renewed res- 
ignation and hope. 

Mingled with this touching aspiration for strength in this 
hour of great trial, came the wild cadence of a drinking 
song from the reckless revelers beneath his roof. His daugh- 
ter shuddered at this desecration, and a deathlike paleness 
overspread her features. M. Lefevre arose from his kfieel- 
ing posture, and raising his clasped hands to heaven, fer- 
vently repeated the sublime words of Christ in his death 
agony, "< Father, forgive them, for they know not what 
they do.' My daughter, I would have spared you this, and 
I appealed to the humanity which I believed was not ut- 
terly extinct in their breasts. They do not choose to re- 
spect our sorrow, and we must bear it as we best may." 
■ <^ Dear father, it was of you I thought, for you I suiTered. 
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This last insalt I can bear, mnce their mde revehy can no 
lon^r disturb the repose of our beloved one." 

^' No— thank the ever-merdfol One— she is safe amidst 
the angelSy never more to feel the pangs of mortal anguish I 
Oh I for what earthly possession would I in this hour ex- 
change my living and earnest faith in the promises made by 
Gk)dt in those consoling and heavenly assurances so cru- 
elly and craftily withheld from the Catholic world by the 
priests, who seek to make a barter of the mercy of Heaven? 
Monstrous and appalling pretension I How dare any man 
arrogate to himself a power so omnipotent I It seems a 
miracle that fire from heaven does not descend and smite 
the priest in his sin, as it did him of old who laid profime 
hands on the ark of the covenant.'' 

A slight noise was heard in a portion of the wall that, to 
all appearance, was as solid as the remainder, and the two 
turned toward it with evident expectation. The young girl 
whispered — 

^'It.is Claude. He alone is acquainted with the secret 
of the spring." 

Aa she spokerthe panel slided slowly back, and, in place 
of the friendly &ce they had expected to see, appeared the 
dark form of Father Antoine, who entered, and was fol- 
lowed by another priest bearing the sacred emblems of his 
calling with which the dying are prepared for the final 
ehauge. They were followed by two boys dad in the flow- 
ing white robes of acolytes, who swung lighted censers in 
their hands. 

M. Lefevre confronted him, and sternly asked, 

" What does this intrusion mean V* 

The priest approached the couch as he answered, 

^^As I left the chateau I fortunately met the brother 
here bearing the emblems from a death-bed, firom which he 
has just returned, and I have brought him hither. I have 
brought you holy power to purify heretical siidns, and 
charge you, as you ^ue earthly safety or heavenly salvia 
tion, not to refuse its ministrations." 
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Lefeyre pointed to the body of his wife, and sol^nnly 
said, 

<< Behold, the snbtile cord is loosed, and the released spirit 
is witli its Creator and Master ! The Holy Scriptures say, 
^ As the tree fedl^h, so it most lie,' and yodr ministrationB 
can now be of no avaiL" 

<^ All the worse for her and for you Hiat sucli n^lect of 
Grod*8 holy ordinances has been permitted," replied the 
priest, sternly. 

^^If I recognized them as being of God,I would not deny 
their efficacy,". was the firm response. ^^Tbe simple faith 
taught by Christ enjoins no snch rites, and I therefore 
should refuse them, even if my lost one was in a condition 
to be affected by them in any manner. Where death has 
set his solemn seal, the efforts of man cease to be ayail- 

ing." 

^^ Not so ; holy Mother Church teaches us that the sinfid 
soul may by masses be rescued from the jaws of destruction. 
Prayers may be said for the repose of the soul, where any 
doubt exists as to the heresy of the departed." 

" And why such doubts of the sincerity of her who lies 
before us in professing the £Edth to which she dung to the 
lastr 

" They are many, and of serious import She belonged 
by birth to a £unily of strict bdief in the ttae Church. She 
was carefully trained in its mysteries, and only al)jured her 
£stith at the instigation of her wild passion for yourself. In 
uniting her fate with that of a heretic, she relinquished fam- 
ily ties, the religion of her Others, and placed herself under 
the influence of a mind steeped like yours in the fatal errors 
of that sinful man who Iniought disunion in God's Church, 
rent the holy of holies in twain, and desecrated the faith in 
which he had been reared. Verily, be is now enjoying his 
reward." 

" Truly, yes. And that reward we are assured is * great- 
er than it hath entered into the heart of man to conceive.' 
I assure you that she who lies before us was as truly the 
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follower of Luther as any who claim to be such. Her re- 
ligious faith never wavered from the first hour in which the 
Scriptures were made the rule of her pure and blameless 
life. Most happily did her career illustrate the influence of 
those sacred writings on her daily conduct. Never, even 
among the canonized saints to whom you offer worship, 
lived a woman with a truer and purer sense of right — a 
more living faith in the great founder of our religion. She 
would sooner have perished than deny the only Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ, who expiated our sins upon the cross. 
Think you that with this knowledge I, her husband, will 
permit a doubt to soil her memory by suffering you to per- 
form those pious mummeries which we, of a purer belief, 
have abjured? No. Let the result to myself be what it 
may, these sacred relics shall not thus be insulted." 

"M. Lefevre," replied the monk, with an expression of 
vivid and concentrated maJicp on his features, "are you 
aware that I have power to consign you to prison — ^to the 
torture — ay, to the stake itself, for such words as you have 
uttered but now ?" 

" Such a result has long been familiar to my thoughts, 
and I am aware that you have labored to bring it about. 
Many men, stronger in intellect, higher in position, and ev- 
ery way more worthy than I, have become victims to your 
cruel power. If they found strength to suffer in the cause 
of their Master, I will not shrink from uttering my convic- 
tions firom a craven fear that I may share their fate. God 
has at least bestowed on me moral courage to endure all 
that man may have power to inflict ; and I wiU bear wit- 
ness to the great truths he has written on my heart in char- 
acters of such burning fire as prompt me forever to proclaim 
aloud the infinite. truth and mercy that is crueUy made a 
matter of barter by those claiming to be his representatives 
on earth. I tell you, priest, that so far from making such 
as you the-ministers of his abounding grace, he closes your 
hearts even to a perception of his true nature. Your o^ii 
acts bear witness to this, for things are done by you in the 

B 
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name of Christ which cause his wotincls to bleed afresh, his 
compassioiiate heart to throb with anguish great as that 
borne by him in the garden of Gethsemane, and yet you 
dare to call yourselves his representatives on earth! Here, 
amidst the ruins of hope and happiness, with my dead lying 
before me, I shrink not from the utterance of the truth. It 
is of Grod; therefore will it eventually triumph, even though 
the feeble voice of such as I alone may be left to bear wit- 
ness to its eternal progress. By the slow accretion of in- 
numerable years were formed lands that now teem with life 
and beauty ; and thus, by almost imperceptible d^rees, will 
the Eternal byild up that pure faith which brings his creat- 
ures into communion with himself, without the intervention 
of a sinful and erring creature, subject to the infirmities of 
humanity. Christ taught us to say Our Father ; and will 
a ^Either refuse to hearken to the supplications of his chil- 
dren, unless they are presented to him through the interces- 
sion of the Virgin and the saints'? The spirit of God bear- 
eth witness within me that it is not so, and I hearken joy- 
fully to its teachings. *Unto the godly there ariseth up 
]ig\^t in the darkness, for He is merciful, loving, and right- 
eous.' I trust in those attributes ; I clasp his promises to 
my heart, and they strengthen me to walk in the path that 
lies before me, even though it should lead through the fieiy 
furnace." 

"Verily, there is no need for that ordeal on earth, when 
we know that the wanderings of the heretics must end there 
in that which is to come," replied the monk, with sarcastic 
emphasis. " I have listened to your ravings, M. Lefevre, 
and if I did not regard them as the outbreak of temporary 
insanity, I should feel bound to report them where they 
must produce serious results to you and yours.. But, for 
the sake of the young daughter, who may be won back to 
the true fold, I forbear ; through her influence the parent 
stem may yet be bent beneath the light yoke the holy 
Mother Church imposes on her children." 

Thus appealed to, Irene raised her bowed head, and a 
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faint hue of ciimson flitted over her cheek, to fade instant- 
ly away as she caught the cold gleam of that bright black 
^e fixed on her. She simply said, 

^^ I, too, am a Protestant. Behold the emblems of our 
faith, :which my hand placed upon the breast of my dead 
mother ;" and she passed her fmgers over a small bouquet 
of flowers, composed of roses, wheat, and heart's-ease, that 
lay among the white folds over the heart of the departed. 

The lips of the priest curled scornfully. 

" The rose is the emblem of secrecy ; and it is well that 
so false a faith as thine should claim it as its appropriate 
symbol : only in darkness and mystery can the curse of her- 
esy ever flourish." 

" You seem to forget that the rose was also the emblem 
of the early Christians, when compelled, by pagan persecu* 
tion, to hide in caves and deserts to practice the rites of 
their religion," said Lefevre. " We, in a more enlightened 
age, are forced to the same course by those calling them- 
selves the lawful successors of that band of holy men. But 
that which is sown in darkness shall spring up to the light 
of day and bear a thousand-fold, as the wheat which lieth 
in the ground for a season and in due time bringeth forth 
its increase; for it is written, 'Not by bread alone shall 
man Hve, but by faith.' Those delicate purple blossoms, 
with their gleams of golden glory, carry to the heart of the 
faithful the assurance that the blood of the Hedeemer was 
not shed in vain; that a brighter hope radiates from the 
hill of- Calvary, which priestcraft may not dim — ^which all 
the united evil of the world shall not quench. Behold ! now 
my daughter placed these here; she is my child; mine in 
heart, in faith, in firmness to endure all the persecutions 
men may be permitted to inflict, without fewerving firom 
that faith which has become a portion of her very being." 

Irene arose and stood beside the noble figure of her fa- 
ther. Her heart beat more quickly than usual, for, how- 
ever firm in her feith, she could not altogether stifle her fears ' 
for him who so fearlessly proclaimed his earnest convictions 
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of truth and right. She said nothing; but the expressive 
gesture with which she clung to him was more eloquent 
than words. A lowering frown gathered on the brow of the 
priest, and he said, 

^^ Behold the seeds of rebellion planted by the heretical 
father springing to the light and bearing fruit meet for 
such sowing. Do you remember on what occasion it is 
commanded, * Compel them to enter int' The feast is 
spread, the invitation to come given forth, and those who 
stubbornly close their hearts to its persuasive influence must 
be made to do that which is right for them. The young 
shall no longer be left under evil influences — they are easily 
swayed ; they can be brought back to the true faith by per- 
suasion and instructions. Even that holy woman who now 
swa3rs the counsels of the great Louis was, in youth, so far 
misled as to be a strong follower of Calvin ; but the bless- 
ing of God followed the teachings of holy Mother Church, 
when she was placed entirely under its influence, and she 
became what she now is — a glory to her faith, a blessing to 
the nation over whose ruler she maintains so-salutaiy an 
influence." 

"You allude to that renegade to the faith of her fathers, 
Fran9oi8 D'Aubigne, now called Marquise de Maintenon, 
and believed to be the wife of the king 1 Should my daugh- 
ter emulate her treachery, I could be the Virginius of my 
household, and shed her innocent blood before so great a 
sin was laid upon her soul." 

Irene trembled at these daring words, and Father Antoine 
said, 

" Beware of uttering treason against the Queen of France ; 
not the less in station and power that she wears not the 
crown openly. Methinks I need not seek the means to bring 
destruction on you, Lefevre, when your own words furnish 
charges of such fatal import against you." 

" Oh, heed them not !" supplicated the pleading voice of 
the young girl. ^' His heart is S(h« with suffering, his soul 
is wrung with bereavement. In such an hour the utterances 
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of the spirit should not he hearkened to. Be merdful, I con- 
jure you, in the name of the Ofie Grod whom we all suppli- 
cate for mercy ! I ask forbearanoe.toward an old man near- 
ly maddened by grief." 

Her &ther turned his ^es on her with an expression of 
calm reproof, and he sorrowfully said, 

^' Shrinkest thou so soon fiN>m the pledge so recently giv- 
en*? Tet it is natural — ^you are but a tender, suffering wo- 
man, who deprecates the-approach of evil to those she loves ; 
tuid I do not forget that Peter denied even hid Lord ^hen 
human fear assailed him. No, I am not maddened by an- 
guish ; therefore put forward no such plea for me, for my 
heart is strong and well-nerved for the contest before me. 
I have an angel in heaven who breathes into my soul a 
subtile spirit of courage and hope. It tells me that mine is 
the true mission, Heaven-directed and God-inspired. The 
enthusiasm of the dead martyrs of all time seems transfused 
into my soul, and forces me to speak the truth, the whole 
truth, to those fanatics who cause the angels of God to vail 
their faces. in mourning over the cruel deeds done in the 
name of their Master." 

There was a' quiet yet fervent sincerity in his manner 
and in the tones of his voice which savored neither of mad- 
ness nor fear ; and as the priest looked on him, he felt that 
in a strong and resolute soul a deeper sense of injustice, a 
stronger, sterner power of resistance had been aroused to- 
ward that great ecclesiastical Moloch which was the idol 
of his own affections, and the source of his power to tor^ 
ture, to kill in this world, to condemn to everlasting de- 
struction in that which is to come. He hated Lefevre be- 
cause of the natural antagonism between them, but most 
for his consistent opposition to the faith he firmly believed 
to be the only true one ; but at this crisis he felt the im- 
policy of further exasperating his victim. He would play 
with him as the cat tantalizes her helpless prey before de- 
stroying it, and with the same certainty that at any mo- 
ment he could crush him ui his iron grasp. He said, 
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<' You deny to me, and those of mj class, all mercy ; but 
I will prove to you that the chai^ is unfounded. I reliise 
to listen to the insults you have heaped on that Holy of 
Holies, the true Church of God, though I might work your 
ruin by reportiag them in hi^er quarters. For the pres- 
ent I re&ain from using the authority I possess to claim the 
custody of your daughter, and place her in the charge of 
her mother's family, who will see that her young mind is 
brought back to a perception of the truth. This power I 
have, but I defer its exertion until you are in a calmer 
frame of mind, and can view the separation from your 
child as an act of mercy and benevolence toward her, for 
it is the first step toward bringing her back to the true 
fold.'' 

M. Lefevre regarded him with an expression of incredu- 
lous contempt. 

^^ So you would act the part of the wolf in sheep's doth* 
ingi Well, be it so. Let me keep my child for the pres- 
ent When I can no longer protect her, when the hour ar- 
rives in which it will be best for me to be alone in the 
world, I shall feel thankful that in times such as these a 
safe asylum with her own kindred is afforded my poor girl, 
where she can remain until a brighter day dawns on my 
persecuted fellow-Christians. I can trust to her principles, 
to the knowledge of truth and right already implanted in 
her mind, which gives me the assurance that she will not 
waver in her faith. And now depart, I pray you, that we 
may be alone with the relics of our lost one. Your minis- 
trations can now be of no avail, even if we believed in their 
efficacy.** 

The priest had gained all for which he hoped in intrud- 
ing in the tower— ^ refusal of the last rites to the dead, 
which afforded him a pretext for the subsequent course he 
intended to pursue toward M. Lefevre. He hated him with- 
out other cause than that which springs up between a frank 
courageous temper, and a subtle spirit which embodied the 
true soul of Jesuitism. At a sign frx)m him, the attendant 
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priest withdrew, followed hj the acoljtes, and he paused to 
say to Irene, 

<' Think of what I have said, daughter, and harden not 
your heart to the couTictions of conscience. Keflect on the 
wide-spreading meray of that institution which seeks to 
gather in its sacred protection all who have strayed from 
its blessed truths. I hope great things for you in the fu- 
ture, for brilliant shall be the reward of those who turn 
&om falsehood to the true fount of grace and mercy." 

Irene bowed her head, and her tears fell like rain over 
her pale features, but she made no reply, and with his usu- 
al gesture of benediction, though he uttered no audible bless- 
ing. Father Antoine departed, and closed the opening aAer 
him. 

Lefevre gazed sternly on the spot, and after a pause said, 

'^ I should have felt assured that the secret entrance was 
known to those who make it their business to learn every 
thing. We have doubtless been spied on at all hours, and 
t>ur most secret thoughts made known to those ruthless 
myrmidons of a power that fills the Christian world with 
dread and mysterious fear. O Lord I Lord! that such 
things should be done in thy name I My daughter, wipe 
away your tears — ^this is no time to weep. If the baptism 
of tears could arouse the latent eneigies of the soul, I would 
say, shed them freely; but they only take from you the 
strength that is needed to evade the subtle craft of Mm who 
has just left us." 

^^ Oh, my dear father, can he, dares he tear me from your 
side!" asked Irene, struggling to repress the emotions that 
would have vent. " Any evil but that I can bear." 

^^ My daughter, we must nerve ourselves to bear all that 
Heaven may send. The man who has just left us wields a 
power before which that of the mightiest autocrat sinks 
into insignificance ; for he claims the right to rule not only 
the temporal afMrs of men, but to trammel the immortal 
spirit, and say, ^ This thou shalt think tuid believe, in spite 
of the teachings of thy own internal convictions of right 
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and wrong.' The dawnings of light are stifled at the com- 
mand of the Church of Bome, and her children forced to 
become blind followers of those who dare to propagate error 
for truth, in the name of the Majesty of Heaven. Doubt- 
less AntcMue de Chalus has the power to remove you from 
my protection ; and, in spite of his pretended forbearance, 
he will speedily use it. But we must seek the means to 
baffle him ; and when Claude Chastain comes, we will de- 
termine what is best to be done in this desperate cri^s of 
our affiurs. Fray for strength, my child, and it will be 
given to you ; no feminine weakness must now unnerve you, 
or the victory will be gained by our foes. I know that we 
must be separated, Irene ; but if I can save you from the , 
ordeal of a residence with the bigoted family of your moth- 
er, I will do so. I must obtain another protector for you, 
whose right may be regarded as more sacred than that of a 
parent, even by these sacrilegious emissaries of unrighteous 
power." 

A faint blush tinged the cheek of the young girl, and she 
looked inquiringly at her father. He at once replied to the 
look : 

" It is my purpose to bestow your hand on him to whom 
you have been long betrothed ; but it must be done in secret, 
and the tie be known only to ourselves, until it becomes 
necessary to divulge it, that you may claim the protection 
of your husband. It would be most disastrous to Chastain's 
prospects to have it known that he has linked his &te with 
that of the daughter of a ruined Huguenot." 

" Then let me risk every thing, sooner than bring misfor- 
tune to the home of him who loves me well enough to bear 
it for my sake. Let us go forth from our home, father, and 
seek a new abiding place in some far land, where the spirit 
of God broods lovingly over the solitudes his hand created ; 
where the cruel spirit of human persecution may not pur- 
sue us because we seek to offer him a pure worship. I 
can better bear to leave aU I have loved, than to become a 
blight upon the fortunes of the generous heart that would 
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receive me in ihe belief that he gained in me a predons boon 
from Heaven." 

^'Alaal my child, whither should we turn our steps I 
Persecuted to the death at home, the avenues of escape are 
sedulously closed upon us. The frontiers are guarded, and 
it is at the risk of life itself, or condemnation to the galleys, 
that we must make the attempt. Hemmed in on every side, 
I see no resource but, like the hunted stag, to turn at bay 
and defy them. I have made up my mind to my future 
course ; the remnant of my days belongs to Grod and my 
faith. I will endeavor to emulate that strong man of my 
race, who stood up among the early Beformers and boldly 
declared that ^Our religion has only one foundation, one 
object, one head, Jesus Christ, blessed forever. Let us not 
then, take the name of Paul, of Apollos, or of Peter. The 
cross of Christ alone opens heaven, and shuts the gates 
of helL' A century and a half ago, in the first struggles of 
our Eeformation, that Lefevre published a translation of 
the New Testament, and soon afterward, a version of the 
Psalms. Thus, through hia instrumentality, the Word of 
God was diffused among men. The celebrated and beauti- 
ful sister of Frances L, Margaret of Yalois, was converted 
to the new light by reading those powerful words, and 
henceforth a witness to the ^Eiith was not wanting among 
the high places of the land. Yes, I will proclaim aloud 
and spare not, for I feel as if coQmussioned by God himself 
to do so." 

^' And become % martyr to your zeal, like so many that 
have gone before you," said his daughter, mournfully. 

<< What matters it ? shall I not be doing the work of the 
Master? ^The blood of the martyrs is the seed of the 
Church;' and if I am found worthy to bear witness to my 
fidth, even by the sacrifice of life itself, it will be to my ever- 
lasting joy and happiness hereafter. My prayer shall be, 
^ O Lord, let me not shrink frt)m any ordeal thou mayest 
see fit to allot thy servant ; for I would do thy bidding, at 
the sacrifice of life itself.' " 

B2 
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Suffering and intense emotion had wrought M. Lefevre 
up to a pitch of enthusiasm that seemed almost like exalta- 
tion over the dangers which menaced him ; and his daugh- 
ter listened with a heavy and forehoding heart to words 
that hore with them the presage of the dai^ future that 
lowered before them. 

M. Lefevre sat down on the side of the couch, and laying 
his hand on the clasped ones of his wife, he seemed ab* 
sorbed in communion with her spirit ; for his lips moved, 
and his eyes were raised with that rapt expression whidi 
the countenance wears when the mental vision pierces be* 
yond the narrow physical sense, and pictures forms not of 
earth upon the impalpable air. 

Gradually his lips parted, his brow beamed with a rap^ 
turous expression, and broken words seemed to come at in- 
tervals from his inner souL 

^'I see thee I A tender smile is in thine ^es, oh my 
beloved! The white-robed messengers are around thee! 
They bear thee away to the land of life immortal, but thou 
yet lingerest to breathe consolation into my soul. Hark I 
what says that heavenly voice? ^ Have cburage*-the end 
will compensate ; walk bravely in thy path, and tread the 
hydra-headed monster beneath thy f^t.' I will, I will! But 
do not go— -linger yet one moment! You must leave me? 
Then obey the summons, and I—- oh, my Heavenly Father, 
give me strength to return to darkness — to struggle on this 
dim earth after beholding a glimpse of thy glory I" 

The exprei^on of exultation faded awiLy, the light slowly 
waned from his features, and a dull, gray hue overspread 
them, while his head drooped upon his breast, and his fin- 
gers convulsively loosed their clasp on the cold hands with 
a shudder that thrilled through his frame. He muttered, in 
tones of inexpressible sadness, 

" I shall behold her no more tiU we meet i(i our Father's 
kingdom." 

The excitement was past, and he sunk sk>wly back, and 
lay befi>re his alarmed daughter in a species of catalepsf, 
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from which all her efforts failed to arouse him. Twilight 
darkened in the tower, and on its stillness came the sound 
of the mad revels of the dragoons; and the unhappy ^1 
K knelt beside the couch on which her parents lay, and poured 

forth an agonized prayer for help. She dared not seek aa- 
fflstance, for danger of every kind menaced one of her &ith, 
should she venture beyond the protection of her own roof. 

At length a stealthy step was heard in the next apart- 
ment, and a hesitating knock came to the door. A new 
fear assailed her, that one of the intoxicated soldiers< was 
about to intrude into the room, and she listened in breath- 
less terror for its repetition. It did not come, but the door 
was slowly opened, and the same man who had manifested 
some sympathy for the hapless family stood before her, 
bearing a light in his hand. He addrc»98ed her with rough 
courtesy : 

^^I heard the voice of mademoiselle speaking as if in 
great suffering, and I ventured to come and offer my serv- 
ices, if they can be of any use." 

The pallid face and wild expression of Irene seemed to 
startle the man, for he advanced a step into the room. She 
pointed in silence to the rigid form of her father, but - her 
parched lips refused to utter a sound. The soldier compre- 
hended his situation at a glance, and raising M. Lefevre in 
his strong arms, he elevated his head, aild taking from his 
pocket a flask of brandy, poured a small quantity into his 
mouth. 

The change of position, and the strong stimulus combined, 
again started the languid current of life, and he looked around 
with returning intelligence. In a few moments more' he sat 
up quite restored. With a long-drawn sigh he said, 

^'I had a glimpse of heaven, but it has vanished. It is 
the will of God that I shall return to this dreary strife with 
evil and persecution, and I submit with all becoming hu- 
mility. My Father will summon me in his own good time. 
Ha! who is this, wearing the livery of my foes, who affords 
me succor*?" 
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The dbragoon respectfully answered, 

" My name is Ammonet, and you should know me as 
one of the band of soldiers lodged in the chateau. But my 
heart is not made of stone, and when you spoke of your 
dead wife to-night, I felt for you, and refused to join in the 
revels of my comrades. I left them and wandered through 
the vacant rooms. I heard the young lady's voice, suppli- 
cating for help as I ventured to stand near the door, and I 
thought it best to bring in a light and see if I could do any 
thing to serve her." 

'^Thanks for your kindness," said Lefevre, offering him 
his hand. ^'All pity, then, is not dead even in the hearts 
of those commissioned to work us evil. But I b^ that you 
will not compromise yourself, my friend, by showing sym- 
pathy for one of our banned and persecuted sect. Leave us 
to Grod and our sorrows. He will, in his own good time, 
find the means of deliverance." 

Ammonet bowed respectfully and turned to Irene : 

" If mademoiselle would deign to remember my features, 
I may at some time be able to assist her again. In such 
times as these the help of the humblest may not be scorned." 

" Certainly not, by one as helpless as I am," she gently 
replied. " I thank you, and I will remember with pleasure 
that among the band of lawless beings commissioned to de* 
stroy all that was most dear and Siacred to us in our home, 
there is one deserving the name of a man — one who does not 
forget that we are fellow-beings capable of suffering as keen- 
ly as if we believed, as he does, in the power of the mass« 
You have my sincere and heartfelt thwiks, M. Ammonet, 
for your assistance to-night. To it, I believe, my fiither 
owes his life." 

The soldier again bowed profoundly, and moved toward 
the door ; as he laid his hand upon it he paused, and again 
turned toward Mademoiselle Lefevre. He said, with some 
heatation, 

"The captain will be here in a few more hours. If 
mademoiselle will commission me to speak a word to him. 
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he will stop the carousiiig of these men, and she can have 
quiet during the night." 

An expression of painful indecision swept over the face 
of Irene,, but after a moment's reflection she decisively said, 

'^ No, it can not be so. Captain Deknont must act as he 
pleases. I can not ask forbearance at his hands." 

Ammonet passed from the room, and M. Lefevre said, 

^^ You are right, my child. Dehnont would found hopes 
on such a request which must inevitably be disappointed. 
But what can detain Claude to this late hourl" 

'^ He could scarcely venture to come, father, before the 
earth is vailed in darkness. Hark I There is a sound of 
approaching footsteps on the stairs. Heaven grant that it 
may be Claude !" 
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After a moment of intense solidtude the panel again 
opened, and a joung man stepped into the room. He was 
clad in a plain suit of black, without any of the outward 
adornment practiced by the foppery of the age. His figure 
was well proportioned, and his movements had a decision in 
them which spoke of self-reliance and firm wilL 

His features were too strongly marked to be called hand- 
some, but there was fire, life, and energy in every line, and 
his dark gray eyed had power of expression which revealed 
depths of feeling and tenderness in that strong soul that 
weaker ones could never know. It was a face to trust, a 
heart to lean securely on, and the two desolate beings who 
welcomed his entrance felt as if human help and sympathy 
had again dawned on them. 

Chastain approached them and clasped the hand of both 
father and daughter in his own, as he said, in a voice that 
vibrated with peculiar deamess and accuracy, 

" I have tarried long, my dear friends, but I thought it 
best to wait until there was no risk of interruption from 
the soldiers : once at their bacchanalian orgieSj and I knew I 
could reach you without observation. I was the more care- 
ful in this, because I am accompanied by one who must not 
be seen by them, and he only awaits this announcement to 
come in. The venerable father, Jerome Lecroix, arrived in 
town last night, and he comes with me to offer you the con- 
solations of our fidth, and to assist in performing the last 
sacred rites to our departed friend." 

At this announcement a gleam, almost of joy, flashed over 
the features of M. Lefevre. 

^< Bring him in at once, my son. This noble and con- 
sistent follower of our faith is welcome to my heart. In 
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prosperit7 1 revered and honored him ; in ruin and anguish 
I can only give him the greeting of a brother in affliction ; 
but he is welcome, as are all the children of God, to my des^ 
olate roof." 

As he finished speaking, a slender form, slightly bowed by 
years, stood in the aperture with his hands raised above his 
head, and in a dear, deep-toned voice, that vibrated on the 
ear long after his words were uttered, said: 

^^May the blessing of Heaven rest with you, my dear and 
afflicted friends," and the venerable pastor of the desert 
stepped into the room and advanced to greet M. Iiefevre 
and his daughter. 

Long past the meridian of life, his hair fell in silv^y lined 
on either side of a face of dehcate and almost spiritual beau- 
ty. The earthly passions of this noble and true Christian 
had so long been held in subjection by the elevating sense 
of his high destiny, that '< the peace which passeth all un- 
derstanding" seemed to have stamped itself upon his feat- 
ures, and an expression of serene m^esty rested as a halo 
round them. This feeble-looking man, devoting the rem- 
nant of his long life to the service of that God whose min- 
istry he had assumed in youth, wa3 one of those whose 
church had been destroyed, whose people had been perse- 
cuted with all the sickening horrors with which the annals 
of the times are fiUed, and a pride set on his own head. 

Almost by a miracle had the faithful pastor been pre- 
served, through many haiivbreadth escapes, to continue his 
labors amidst the places made desolate by the strong arm 
of authority. He traveled from one department to another, 
thus evading pursuit, and carrying with him constancy and 
consolation to the persecuted Huguenots, shrinking from no 
duty however arduous, braving every danger that menaced 
him, bearing only the armor of righteousness as his protec- 
tion. 

M. Lecroix found means to keep up an intercourse with 
his exiled brethren in Holland and Switzerland, and even 
with the court of Louis, from which he received constant 



40 THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 

informatiQn of what most nearly conoemed the interests of 
the Protestants. The vigilance of the Papists had been 
wonderfully evaded by this modem Apostle, and the pro- 
tection of Heaven seemed, indeed, to be cast as a shield 
around him. He rarely remained long in any one place ; 
he came in secret, was received by the fidthful, and de- 
parted as mysteriously as he arrived ; and never yet had M. 
Lecroix fallen into the snare of his enemies, though he had 
been sought after with a perseverance worthy of a better 
cause. 

M. Lefevre and his daughter bowed reverently before him, 
while Chastain took the precaution to bar the door leading 
into the body of the house to prevent intrusion on the part 
of the dragoons. 

"My son," said the man of Grod, "the words of the 
prophet may be applied ahnost literally to the condition of 
our unhai^y people. ^They shall not regard the honor of 
.the old, nor show &kvor to the young ; they shall eat the 
£ruit of thy cattle, and the fruit of thy land, until thou be 
destroyed. Who also shall not leave thee either com, wine, 
or oil, or the increase of thy kine and flocks of sheep, until 
they have destroyed thee.' Thus is it with thee, oh, my 
brother! but he who permitteth these things, neither slum- 
bereth nor sleepeth, and the sufferings of his people shall 
ultimately work together for the cause of trath. The eter- 
nal seed that germinates in the hearts of men at the bid- 
. ding of God shall give them strength to bear witness to the 
cause, even amidst sorrow, persecution, and death." 

"I sincerely believe it," responded Lefevre, devoutly. 
" May it indeed be so with me, holy father in the faith. I 
now ask but one privilege of Heaven, and that is, to assume 
the sacred calling of proclaiming aloud the truths of the 
Gk)8pel of Christ." 

The pastor regarded him searchifigly. 

"And that desire, my brother, does it spring from a sin- 
cere and conscientious conviction that you are really com- 
missioned to do your Master's work? or from the oppres- 
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sion of earthly grief over the ruin of your fortunes^ and the 
severing of the tenderest tie which bound you to earth ?" 

" K I understand the workings of my own spirit, it is of 
Gk>d. Let me go forth, a wanderer in the desert like your- 
self, to cany consolation to those who suffer as I have suf- 
fered. The purpose of Heaven in sending these afflictions 
will then, I believe, be fulfilled. Lay your consecrated hands 
upon my head, and give me authority to go forth as an apos- 
tle of the purer faith. I will not shrink even from martyr- 
dom in the sacred cause. Martyrdom !" he repeated, with 
stem emphasis ; ^< what is physical torture, however terri- 
ble, in comparison with the niental anguish, I have endured ? 
What fiery ordeal applied to the outward man could make 
my soul shrink within me afler the sufferings of the past 
yearr 

^^ And your daughter t what becomes of her if you adopt 
this wandering life V* 

Claude Chastain had listened to their words with absorb- 
ing interest ; at this question he stepped forward, and clasp- 
ing the hand of Lrene in*his own, spoke, 

" That has long been settled between M. Lefevre and my- 
self He gives his daughter to me as my wife ; then he is 
free to go on his holy mission.'' 

Irene unclosed her pale lips to speak, but M. Lecroix in- 
terrupted her. 

^^ My Sbn, will not this be a dangerous proceeding for you ¥ 
You are not suspected of heretical opinions. If discovered, 
your defection from the Somish fkith will be most severeljr 
punished ; and if you take to your home as a wife the daugh- 
ter of a marked man like M. Lefevre, suspicion will at once 
be thrown on you. You will be watched ; your true senti- 
ments discovered ; and such extreme measures taken against 
you as these cruel times seem to warrant." 

" Our pastor only speaks what is in my own heart, dear 
Claude," said the tremulous voice of Irene ; " and I must 
refuse to become yours so long as your choice can bring dan- 
ger upon you. When my £»ther leaver me I can seek an 
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asylom among some of our Frotestant friends, who will af- 
ford me protection." 

^' How can thej protect yon, Irene, who are themselves 
hoarlj menaced with danger in every form 1 No ; I have 
long foreseen this hour, and steadily prepared for it. Loath- 
some as it is to me to conceal my true sentiments and wear 
the mask of Papistiy when I have really abjured it^ yet I 
submit to do so for the sake of those I would serve and save 
from the fangs of the blood-stained priesthood. I am' stead- 
ily making iEurangements to escape the surveillance in which 
we are held, and in a few more weeks we can join the 
friends who have abeady escaped from this province to En- 
gland, and from there embark for her colonies in the New 
World, where freedom to pursue our own mode of worship 
will be guaranteed to us. Your father will accompany us 
to our new home, and find a field in which to exercise his 
new vocation. Give me the certainty that I can claim you 
as my own, dear Irene, and I shall go forward with my ar- 
rangements with the full assurance <^ ultimate success." 

Thus urged to complete an engagement which had ex- 
isted almost from childhood, Irene looked appealingly to- 
ward her &ther. He replied by joining the hands of the 
two, and saying, 

^^ Already has the mandate been issued which places my 
daughter under the control of her mother's family, with a 
view of proselyting her to the Bomish fJEiith. The priest, 
Antoine de Chains, was here but now, and proclaimed that 
he possesses the authority to remove her from my protec- 
tion, but forbore to use it while I was in such deep afflic- 
tion. We must take advantage of this brief respite to give 
my child a stronger protection than parental authority is 
considered in this unhappy country; therefore, Claude, I 
give her to you, on the condition that the tie is kept a pro- 
found secret until we have escaped the evils that surround 
us, and in a free country can proclaim our acts without fear." 

^'I accept the conditions, and pledge my honor to abide 
by them." « 
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^' Then here, in the presence of the mother whose spirit 
yet lingers around the scene of her earthlj joys and trials, 
I give our child to you, who were won to the true iSsdth by 
her influence. Bemain stead&st in it amidst temptations 
and persecutions, my son ; and should need be, shrink not 
from confessing before men the truths that are in your 
heart." 

.'^ I will never shrink from the duty of an honorable and 
Christian man," replied Ohastain, earnestly. '^ Irene," he 
whispered, '^are you contented that it shall be sol Do 
you willingly give yourself to me in this unceremonious man- 
ner f 

She tremulously replied, 

'^Ahl if I could only be sure that through me no evil 
would come to you." 

'^ On earth good and evil are ever mingled, and we must 
take them as they come. To my heart the good so far out- 
weighs the possible evil in the present crisis, that I am more 
than willing to take all the risks. Give me the coveted 
right to protect you, and all shall be well with us." 

The heavy eyes that looked up to his brightened as they 
caught the intense earnestness of his expression, and her lips 
trembled with emotion as Irene bowed her head and mur- 
mured, 

^ Be it so, then ; I will become yours." 

Chastain pressed her hand fervently, and drew her for- 
ward until they stood in front of the pastor. The brief and 
simple marriage ceremony used by the Reformers was soon 
over, and then M. Jjecroix motioned to Lefevre to kneel ; 
placing his hands upon his bowed head, he uttered an invo^ 
cation of pure and sublime eloquence to Heaven, in which 
he dedicated the remaining years of his friend's life to the 
cause of God. 

At its conclusion the pastor thus addressed Lefevre: 
*^ Brother, you are now commissioned to go forth to speak 
comfort to the sorrowful ; to sustain the weak-hearted, and 
be a co-worker with the strong. Our enemies would ob- 
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ject that this informal ceremony is useless, and unworthy 
of the august service to which you have thus devoted your- 
self; but by diligent study of the Scriptures, I can not find 
that Christ considered formal ceremonies as of any worth. 
His acts were simple and natural, and I have not learned 
that he considered the elaborate ritual of either the Jewish 
or the pagan churches of his day as essential to prepare a 
man to take upon himself the 9ffioe of teacher. Simple and 
earnest faith, a loving and true heart, with an upright 
and pure life, was all he asked from those he consecrated 
to the high destiny of disseminating the doctrines he taught. 
Emulate their example, my brother, and his blessing vnll 
follow your efforts to do good; and should the crown of 
martyrdom be yours, he will receive you into the everlast- 
ing glory prepared for those who have fought the good fight, 
and remained £sdthful to the end." 

''Amen," was solemnly responded by all present, and 
Lefevre arose with the serenity of a soul at peace with it- 
self stamped upon his features. After a brief pause the 
pastor said, 

'' My time grows brief, my friends ; and we must hasten 
to the conclusion of our duties. Before midnight I must 
again be on the move. I have work before me, and here 
danger hourly menaces me." 

Chastain left the side of Irene and descended the stairs. 
They wound tortuously through the thickness of the wall, 
and in the midst of a darkness that was so dense it might 
almost be felt, he found his way to the bottom of the flight. 
The entrance was covered with low shrubbery and matted 
vines, and it opened upon an area shaded by forest trees. 
As Chastain issued from it, he imitated the whistle of a 
bird that built in the neighboring underwood; the signal 
was cautiously responded to, an$l he stepped forth, assured 
that it would be safe to do so. A dark form arose from 
the grass, and in reply to his inquiry if all was quiet, the 
watcher replied, 

^'Perfectly so, monsieur. Once I thought I heard a 
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rnstling among the dead leaves, but I could see nothing, 
though I walked around and examined every suspicious- 
looking place." 

Chastain glanced through the dim light of a starlit night, 
and slowly measured the sward with a cautious tread, to 
satisfy himself that no lurking straggler was near to inter- 
rupt the solemn cer^onial which night and darkness must 
shroud from the gaze of men, or the actors in it be pun- 
ished with loss of liberty, perhaps of life ; for the Hugue- 
nots were denied the privil^e of buiying their dead with 
any of the outward tokens of respect so sacred to )he hearts 
of the survivors. 

Then, with the assistance of this man, a hand-bier, on 
which rested a coffin, was brought from the concealment 
of a neighboring thi<^et, and placed near the entrance. The 
lid was removed, and the white folds of linen, which formed 
a portipn of the lining, were carefully turned back to ad- 
mit the expected tenant. Chastain then whispered, 

<^ E^nain beside it, Ferron, till my return, and do not 
relax your vigilance." 

The width of the stairs rendered it impossible to take the 
coffin up, and there remained no resource but to bring the 
body of the dead and place it in its last earthly receptacle 
in the open air. 

When he again entered the tower, he found M. Lefevre 
and his daughter kneeling on each side of the couch, while 
the pastor prayed fervently for resignation and comfort to 
the grief-stricken. When the prayer was ended the young 
man drew near, and said in a low tone, 

"All is ready below. Let me bear my beloved friend in 
my arms." 

"No, my son, that duty is mine alone," said Lefevre 
steadily; "I must perform for her the last earthly service 
she may require." 

Again that long last look was fastened on the still feat- 
ures which stamps them upon the memory for aye. They 
repressed their tears that the serene beauty of that image 
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should not be marred by human emotion, and then with 
reverential affection folded the winding-sheet around her. 

M. Lefevre raised the attenuated form in his arms as 
easily as if it had been that of a child, and, preceded bj 
Chastain bearing the lamp, while the pastor followed with 
Irene, the mournful procession descended the steps. Before 
issuing into the open air the young man extinguished the 
light lest it might betray them ; and by the ptde glimmer 
of the stars the body of Madame Lefevre was placed in the 
cofSn, and the lid screwed down. 

This was done rapidly and carefully, for there was no 
time to pause in the dangerous duties before them. The 
right of sepulture in consecrated ground had long been de- 
nied to the Beformers. Their own burial-places had been 
desecrated and taken from them by violence ; and, of course, 
the body of no heretic would be received in a Bomish cem- 
etery. About half a mile &om the chateau was a narrow 
dell shaded by willow-trees, which had been secretly conse- 
crated as the last home of the dead according to the rites 
practiced by the Protestants. Several humble retainers of 
the family had already found sepulture there; but great 
care had been taken to remove every trace of such a cere^ 
mony having taken place, lest their remains should be torn 
from the grave, and insulted by the reckless and dissolute 
scddiery quartered on every Huguenot proprietor in the 
country. 

To this secluded spot the bier was now borne by the four 
men ; while Irene, unsupported by any loving arm, walked 
alone in the rear, her heart filled with sorrow for the dead, 
and sad forebodings for the living. 

The pathway struck into the heart of the deep woodland, 
and soon afterward the party emerged into the little area 
consecrated as the field of God. A dark gap at th6 foot of 
a slight elevation revealed an open grave, and with rever- 
ential care the coffin was lowered into it, and the sods re- 
placed. The turf had been carefully removed from the sur- 
face and laid on one side ; after smoothing down the earth 
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118 evenly as possible, it was replaced, and a few wild vines 
torn from the trees around were thrown over the s{k)t, to 
conceal every evidence of what had been done. Then all 
knelt with uncovered heads, and the pastor conduded the 
ceremony by a few touching sentences. The simple rite 
was ended, and they prepared to retrace their steps to their 
different destinations. M. Lecroix first spoke : 

<' Adieu, my friends. I thank our mutual Father that I 
came hither in lime to be of assistance to you. Walk all 
of ye in the path that leads to everlasting life. You, my 
brother in the fidth, with the consciousness of the noble 
duties you have this night assumed — you, my children, 
with pure hearts before the Most High, perform those obliga- 
tions to each other, and to society, which you so lately rati- 
Gfid. That you may find joy in your union, and safety in 
the new home you intend to seek, is the prayer of my 
heart." 

M. Lefevre and his daughter reverently kissed the hands 
of the venerable man of God, and returned affecting thanks 
for the sacred duty he had performed for them. Claude 
Chastain whispered a few tender words to his newly-wedded 
bride, and with a promise of an interview on the next even- 
ing at the same hour, he turned away with the pastor, and 
plunged into the deep woodland. 

It was surprising to see with what lightness and activity , 
the latter threaded his way through the tortuous pathway. 
Long habit had strengthened him for the hardships he 
cheerfully encountered ; and in spite of his apparent feeble- 
ness, M. Lecroix could bear a greater amount of fatigue 
than many a younger and more robust man. 

Gradually they approached the town of Nismes, which 
lay silent and dark before them. The inhabitants had prin- 
cipally retired, and the sounds of active life had subsided into 
that impressive quiet which broods over a large town by 
night. The two wanderers entered it by an unfrequented 
suburb, and without meeting any interruption, proceeded to 
the residence of Chastain. 
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This he entered by means of a pass-kej he carried about 
his person. It was one of a long row of antique-looking 
brick buildings, lying directly upon one of the main thor- 
ough&res. Chastain led the way into a large room, evi- 
dently occupied as a lawyer's office. Shelves lined two 
sides of the wall, filled with ponderous tomes containing 
the legal lore of the country; and the third one suppcNrted 
tin cases labeled with the names of those clients whose 
most important papers were confided to the young advo- 
cate's care. 

The fourth side had in it a large bow window that looked 
into a yard filled with shrubbery and trees. Office-chairs 
and a table completed the furniture. Opening &om this, 
was a smaller room fitted up as a sleeping apartment ; and 
the host unclosed the door immediately, and said, 

^^ Grood father, you are wearied, and must rest before yon 
leave ; lie on my bed, and endeavor to sleep while I have 
supper prepared for you." 

^' My son, sleep is far from my eyelids. I must talk with 
you ; and while my fi»il body rests, you can sit beside m^ 
and tell me of the condition of our persecuted people in 
these cruel times." 

^' Alas I" replied Chastain, dejectedly, ^' what I have to 
relate must only fill your feeling soul with horror. Words 
can scarcely do justice to the condition of the hapless Prot- 
estants under the iron rule of the Due de Noailles. The 
strong arm of power is with him, and he delegates the atroc- 
ities sanctioned in the name of religion to D'Aguesseau 
and the abbot of the Dominicans, commonly known as 
Father Antoine. M. Lecroix, if I had not already em- 
braced the Beformed ^th, what I have seen and heard here 
would have made me a convert to its tenets." 

The pastor asked, 

''As an adherent of our faith, how do you conceal the 
true fire that animates you 1 especially when you see and 
hear of the persecutions of your brethren V* 

Chastain changed color, and forcibly compressed his lips, 
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as if struggling to restrain the expression of his feelings. 
He presently said, 

^'I have often felt that this dec^tion is unworthj of a 
follower of Him who has said that his disciples shall confess 
him before men ; but the safety of the only near friends I 
possess would be so seriously compromised if I openly re- 
nounced the faith in which I have been educated, that I 
shrink from doiflg so. To the &mily of M. Lefevre I bsxl 
chi^y indebted for the new light I have received ; and Jrou 
are aware that severe penalties are enforced against those 
who aid a Catholic in clearing his doubts, and finding*^ the 
truth, unencumbered by the mass of falsehood and error 
which ages of superstition and blind reverence for the dog- 
mas .of the popes have accumulated in the Romiish Church. 
Were I suspected of leaning toward the Protestants, M. 
Lefevre would at once be accused of proselyting me ; he 
would be thrown into prison, and treated with every indig- 
nity. Besides, if I avow my principles, I shall be deprived 
of the power of assisting those of my faith who can now 
come to me in secret as you have done." 

" Your reasons are good, my son ; but I warn you to 
make such immediate preparations for emigration as may 
be within your means, for the few privileges still conceded 
to us shall soon be torn away. I have reliable information 
from a friend at court that the edict granted our people by 
the great Henry will be revoked, and more strenuous meas- 
ures taken to compel all men to conform to the Church 
which the king's wisdom considers the only true one." 

Chastain seemed scarcely surprised. He sorrowfully re- 
plied, 

<' Events have long tended to this consummation. Louis 
would do well to read the history of Charles V. of Spain, 
and take heed to his words, when he found it impossible to 
make two watches run alike out of the hundreds he had col- 
lected. Does the king suppose that the consciences of men 
are more easily managed than a piece of machinery? It 
is .worse tyranny than the fabled bed of Procrustes thus to 

C 
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compel conformity in a matter that concerns the future 
welfare of the soul alone. You speak wisely, Father Le- 
croix. I will leave this ruined and oppressed land as speed- 
ily as may be, and take with me those who have already so 
deeply suffered. In a new country I can open a career for 
myself, where the migesty of God's voice, ringing through 
the soul its message of truth, shall not be insulted by the 
miserable and d^raded priests who call themselves the serv- 
ants of .St. Peter. Truly, Peter denied his Lord on that 
awful night when Pilate sat in judgment on him ; and his 
conduct on that occasion seems typical of the Church his 
successors rule over, for truth, purity, and humanity are 
trampled under foot by them as recklessly as if the doctrines 
taught by Christ wire not imbued with their spirit. . I have 
no hope for this priest-ridden land ; and, therefore, dear as 
is its sacred sod to my heart, I will seek a foreign soil, on 
which I hope to aid in erecting a nation to whom freedom 
of conscience, at least, shall be secured. Father Lecroix, 
you are far advanced in the vale of years, and can not much 
longer bear the &tigues you have so faithfully endured in 
the cause of your master. Join our little band of wander- 
ers, and when we reach the promised land you shall be the 
patriarch of our flock, and the dearly-cherished friend of 
every heart among them." 

Tlie pastor shook his head. 

^'The temptation is strong, but I may not listen to it, 
Claude. No ! My lot is appointed here to lighten the bur- 
dens of those who may not escape ; to raise my voice for 
the truth ; to perish, if need be, in its defense. I have no 
tie that binds me to earth save that yearning love for suf- 
fering humanity that bids me never to relax in my efforts 
to alleviate their woes — ^to sustain the courage of the saints, 
whose blood is made to flow as water. Providence has 
hitherto most wonderfuUy protected me, and so long as I 
am needed I believe it will continue to do so. When my 
work is ended, I am ready to go in. the manner appointed 
by my Father in heaven, who ordereth the ways of men with 
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a wisdom superior to any we can use. Let me wear out in 
doing His will, and I am content." 

Chastain listened with reverence to this feeble-looking 
being, animated and sustained in his arduous life bj a spirit 
that never seemed to flag, and he Mi almost inclined to be- 
lieve that some supernatural power from on high was be- 
stowed upon him. He asked, 

"Whither do you turn your steps when you leave 
Nismest" 

" I go on a brief mission to Holland, to bear to my breth- 
ren there an account of the miseries I have witnessed in my 
visits to the lands that once flourished as a garden of Para- 
dise, now laid in desolation and ruin by the savage spirit of 
persecution which has been let loose upon it. What mad- 
ness must have seized the king to induce him thus to wreck 
the material prosperity of the country, whose interests he is 
bound to protect, even if no higher motive could move him. 
In my journey hither I have passed through whole districts, 
once the abode of peace and plenty, now a barren waste, 
with uncultivated fields, falling houses, and dismantled 
churches, depopulated by the wide emigration which took 
place before sudi rigorous laws were enacted against it. I 
have beheld misery that made my heart shrink within me ; 
for every degree of punishment short of immediate death is 
sanctioned by the government, and the brutal soldiery let 
loose on the Protestant provinces of France are indeed fit 
emissaries of the author of all evil. Oh, my country ! my 
country ! when shall this ban be raised, and the free soul 
dare to breathe alou(l the praises of its great Creator? In 
thy own good time, O Lord, we know this will be done, 
and weak, short-sighted mortals must wait on thee in faith 
and hope." 

His lips moved some moments as if in silent prayer, and 
then he arose and earnestly continued : 

"A short time since our brethren thought that the doc- 
trine of pasdve resistance had been carried too far ; that 
they were the more oppressed because the king, from their 
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quietness, imagined them to be extinct A simultaneoiis 
rising in every department was organized, not for seditious 
purposes, but merely to show those in authority how strong 
we really are ; and thus was beheld the moving sight of 
thousands of human beings who had borne so much for con- 
science' sake, meeting amidst the ruins of their demolished 
temples and offering services to Him to whom they were 
dedicated, f have been present at many of these meetings, 
and I now go back to my exiled brethren to bear to them 
the information that this also was in vain. Our assem- 
bling thus together only suggested to the court party the 
idea of a second massacre similar to that of St. Bartholo- 
mew." 

Chastain uttered an exclamation of horror. 

" Surely that extreme will never again be attempted." 

^<I trust not; but it was pressed on the king by his 
priestly advisers, and he began to think seriously .of it. 
Fortunately the Prince of Conde was informed of what was 
in agitation in time to point out to Louis all the evils of 
so terrible a proceeding. Slow torture was therefore sanc- 
tioned, while one grand and decisive blow was thought un- 
safe. But I must leave you, my young friend. The night 
wanes,, and I have taken all needful rest." 

Chastain arose, and opening a door in the wall, took from 
a recess within cold meat, bread, and wine. Of these the 
pastor sparingly partook, and, while so doing, his young 
companion wrote rapidly on a sheet of paper he drew be- 
fore him. Having folded and sealed it, he gave it to M. 
Lecroix, and sfdd, 

" I have in this brief letter given an-account to Colonel 
Lefevre of what has recently occurred here. He is an offi- 
cer of distinction in the army of Flanders, and he is not 
aware that such persecutions have been endured by his 
fiunily. .He believes that his own gallant services in the 
royal cause entitle them to exemption; but in the evil 
days on which we have fallen, no plea avails to shelter a 
Protestant gentleman from insult. I have barely written 
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the facts, and leave to 70a the details, as the letter will 
doubtless induce Lefevre to seek you out at anj incbnyen- 
ience to himself.'^ 

<^ If I live to reach Holland, it shall surely get to him in 
safety. Alas ! I am only the bearer of disastrous intelli- 
gence to my exiled countrymen. Ah I why is the power to 
crush and destroy millions thus del^ated to one man*? It 
will not be ever thus : the very movement the religious 
world is now making is the prelude to freeing men fi*om the 
tyranny of despotism. Without freedom man can never 
rise to that elevation designed for him by his Creator, and 
in time he will surely bestow it on him." 

M. Lecroix concefded the letter in the folds of hid coat, 
and immediately afterward the same man entered who had 
assisted at the burial of Madame Lefevre. He was the 
clerk of Chastain, and at his command had accompanied 
M. Lefevre and his daughter on their return to- the tower. 
He now came to report that he had seen them safe within 
the secret entrance before returning. 

''And every thing seemed quiet t" asked the young man 
with solicitude. 

"Yes, sir, every thing seemed just as we left it. The 
lamp was where you placed it, and I struck a light for 
them. I saw them safe up the first winding of the stairs, 
and then came away." 

In fancy Chastain followed them to that lone and deso- 
late room, accompanied by their heavy load of sorrow, and 
his head drooped upon his breast ; but there was no time 
for the intrusion of thought. ' He must get his guest safely 
on Jiis journey, and again the three sallied forth on the de- 
serted streets. A short walk brought them to the outskirts 
of the town, and under the shelter of an old wall a mule 
ready caparisoned was held by a muffled figure. A few 
earnest words were exchanged, and then bidding them an 
afiT^tionate adieu, the venerable pastor set out alone on his 
night journey, carrying with him a supply of such simple 
food as he needed, and a blanket on which to repose his 
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weary firame when it would not be safe to seek the shelter 
of a roof. 

In those days of trial many such devoted followers of the 
faith were found, who came as a sunbeam into places made 
desolate by despotism, and hence their name of Pastors of 
the Desert. 



CHAPTER IV. 

When the priestly proeession left the tower, :the abbot 
of the Dominicans walked at Its head, carrying in his hand 
a rosary, for which those of his order have a profound rev- 
erence, since it is asserted by them that the Virgin Mary 
herself gave this absurd form of prayer to Dominic di Gus- 
man, their founder. In his day fatal use had been made 
of the rosary, which it has been said was the Marseillaise 
Hymn of the Papists in their persecutions of the Waldenses, 
in Languedoc, Narbonne, and Dauphiny — ^for a hardy race 
of mountaineers inhabited those provinces, who refused to 
relinquish their religious belief at the dictation of the priests 
— ^and the descendants of the primitive Christians were de- 
stroyed with fire and sword, at intervals, for several centu- 
ries. Father Antoine — for with pretended humility such 
was the title he chose to assume among the people— walked 
with bowed head, mechanically repeating the hundred and 
fifty Ave Marias commanded by the Virgin to be said in 
her honor, while his mind was really filled with schemes 
for bringing back the miserable heretics to the yoke of Borne. 
To restore the Church to the evil supremacy it. enjoyed in 
the thirteenth century, when the mightiest princes trembled 
at the anathema of its head, when human rights were placed 
entirely at the mercy of a corrupt and ambitious Pope, aided 
by a priesthood so profligate that it was profanation in them 
to take the name of God upon their unholy lips, was the 
sole thought that occupied his subtle mind. 

The rejection of the holy emblems by the contumacious 
Lefevre filled him with rage, and he was resolute to punish 
him speedily and severely. The evening air was filled with 
the heavy perfume from the censers which the acoljrtes 
swung with a zeal that was greatly increased by the con- 
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tempt with which their ministrations had been recently re- 
fused. 

The procession had proceeded through the forest about a 
quarter of a mile in the direction of the town, when it sud- 
denly came to an open space occupied by a cottage of hum- 
ble appearance, "but bearing about it evidences of taste in its 
occupants. The walls were covered with vines so thickly 
matted together as to resemble a solid mass of verdure, and 
the yard in front was surrounded by a hedge of evergreens^ 
while within the indosure bloomed a few late flowers. 

On a rustic portico in front of the cottage sat a girl of 
tender years, innging a psalm in a voice of dear, bird-like 
melody. She wore the common dress of the peasantry in 
that portion of the country; and the scarlet boddice, cut low 
on the neck, with short sleeves, showed the symmetry of a 
neatly-rounded form, though the smooth skin was browned 
to the hue of the berry. The soft black eyes and raven hair 
harmonized, however, with this complexion, and as >she 
leaned against the dark background, made by the shining 
leaves of the ivy that covered the walls, she looked, in the 
gathering twilight, like a vivid picture of youthful joy, over 
whom the sad condition of her native land had not yet pos- 
sessed the power to cast a shadow. 

She held a piece of work in her busy fingers, and as she 
bent her head over it, she was so intensely occupied that 
she heeded not the approach of the holy procession until, 
at a sign from the abbot, it stopped in front of the cottage. 
The sweet melody continued to ring out clear and fiill until 
the voice of the priest, speaking in tones of stem anger, start- 
led her from her unconsciousness. 

" Girl, are you not the daughter of Laval, the forester?" 

She started, looked up, and at the sight of those before 
her grew pallid as death ; for, young as she was, she had 
learned to dread the appearance of the so-called vicegerents 
of Heaven as the prelude to bitter suffering to those that 
were dear to her. 

^^Why do you not answer?" he harshly asked, as she 
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Stood mute and trembling before bim. In reply she fid- 
tered, 

" I — ^I was so startled. Pardon me, Father ! Yes, I am 
the daughter of the forester. My parents are away, and 
while I watched for them I sang. Oh, Father Antoine, par- 
don me I I had foigotten that we are forbidden to sing the 
Psahns ; and indeed — ^indeed, I did not see the holy emblems 
coming 1" 

"Why do you not now kneel before them, wretched little 
heretic 1" he thundered. ^' You know it is not permitted to 
your people to sing at all when this holy procession passes 
by, and yet you dared run such a risk I Do you know that 
severe punidunent is decreed against those who are guilty of 
such irreverent conduct?" * 

The girl, trembling in every limb, sunk upon her knees, 
and raised her clasped hands deprecatingly toward him. A 
sudden thought struck the priest. He said, in the same 
commanding tone, 

"Ask pardon for your crime in the name of holy Mother 
Church, or it shall go hard with you." 

She gained courage to murmur, 

"I have been taught to pray only in the name of Christ." 

"And is not He, then, the head and founder of our 
Church ? Pooh ! child, who has taught you such absurd 
distinctions? Do as I bid you, or I will find means to 
make your Heretical parents suffer for having so badly 
trained you." 

This threat destroyed the little courage the girl had been 
able to summon. She faintly said, 

" Oh no— on me let your anger &11. Spare my good ior 
ther and mother. They have often admonished me not to 
sing the Psalms, but I love them so much, I forgot. Oh! 
Father Antoine, it was only my own heedlessness; it was 
no fiiult of my parents." 

" Then expiate your sin as I shall command, or take the 
consequences. Bepeat after me a solemn recantation of 
ihe errors in which yon have bpen reared; only on this con- 

C2 
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ditloD will I pardon the breach of the laws of which yoa 
have been guilty. Befuse, and before the night has waned 
your whole fiunily shall be cast into a dungeon, there to 
perish in their heresy, ruined in this world, and lost in the 
next" 

His words wete addressed to a diild of fourteen years, in 
mortal terror of his power, and he well calcuhited the effect 
they would produce. She glanced down the footpath lead- 
ing to the cottage, but no form was approaching to sustain 
her sinking courage. She faltered, 

^^ And shall my parents be safe Irom your anger if I do 
thisf 

"They shall be; I promise it." 

Again she wavered, and in gfeat anguish exclaimed, 

" Oh, Father Antoine, if you force me to this, my fa- 
ther will cast me from him as unworthy ! He can never 
trust me again. I shall become an outcast from his heart 
As you have mercy exact not this fix)m me 1" 

The priest grimly smiled, for he enjoyed her terror. 

" Weigh your fears of their anger against the certainty of 
the punishment I have threatened, and then decide. What 
seems hard in my conduct to you now, will in the fiiture be 
regarded by you as a mgnal interpomtion of Heaven in your 
&vor." 

The girl scarcely understood him, so bewildered were her 
fiu^ulties. Her parents, like all the Huguenots, had sufGEored 
deeply for their stead£wt adherence to the religion they, es- 
poused, and threats of violence had often been used toward 
them. They lived in hourly dread that their humble posi-< 
tion might not be able to protect them &am the pitiless 
wrath that swept as a whirlwind over the land, levetinjg 
alike the lordly tree and the humble flower that found shel- 
ter beneath its shadow. 

As one of the tenants of the &mily at the diateau, Laval 
was regarded with a malignant eye by the priest, and he 
felt that a blow dealt against the honest and conscieDtious 
forester would be an additional affliction to the proprietor; 
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therefore was he more ruthless in his determination to tear 
this poor child £rom the protecting love of her parents. He 
more sternly asked, 

^* Are 70U not the same girl to whom the Sisters of Meny 
lately ofibred the advantages of a superior education if you 
would abandon the errors inculcated by your parents?". 

^' The Sisters did make me such an offer, but I could not 
leave my home. Oh ! Father Antoine, if yon are really a 
good man, you will see that it is ri^t to honor my father 
and mother as the Bible commands." 

^^And even to such as you the mysteries of that holy 
volume are laid bare by these sacrilegious heretics," said 
the priest, severely. " Its sacred truths are held by the wise 
of earth as beyond the comprehension of the unenlightened 
mind, and yet babes are trusted with them, that the carnal 
mind, which is at enmity against God, may find excuse for 
wandering from the true fold, and rebelling against the law- 
ful authority of the Church. Girl, you have been badly 
trained by your parents, and it becomes my duty to remove 
you from thmr evil influence. Becant your errors as I com- 
mand, or the strong arm of authority shall deal with those 
who have sinned against their duty toward you by risking 
the. salvation of your immortal souL" 

By this time the child was so exhausted by fright that 
she was ready to obey any commaad he might give her. Of 
a highly nervous temperament, and easily excited ; impressed 
&oia infancy with a deep dread of the power of the priest- 
hood; a witness, as years advanced, of the ruthless use made 
of that power, poor little LuciUe had not one spark of cour- 
age left in hei" palpitating heart to give life to a spirit of re- 
sistance. She could only &lter, 

" Holy Father, what shall I do to avert youf anger 1" 

^'Bepeat after me a renunciation of the errors in which 
you have been reared, and I promise you protection and 
advancement, such as your parents never dreamed of for a 
child of theirs." 

" Tell me, then, what I must say 1" 
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The priest slowly repeated the form of words often dic- 
tated to children, and made by the laws binding upon them, 
even from the tender age of eight years. This recantation 
once uttered, the parents had no further power over them. 
They passed under the rule of the Church, and were trained 
in her. dogmas, in defiance of all the .opposition that could 
be offered .by those to whom nature had alone given the right 
to control their opinions and form their characters. 

Scarcely conscious of what she was doing, the faint voice 
of Lucille followed that of the priest, and when the fatal 
words were ended she fell forward with her face upon the 
turf, in an agony of emotion that would have touched any 
heart not utterly hardened by fanaticism. 

Father Antoine said, 

^< Kise, daughter of the true faith, and follow me to an 
asylum where care and tenderness shall compensate you for 
the separation from those who have trained you only in her- 
esy and rebellion." 

^^ It is false," said a loud voice, and a man of tall and 
powerful frame bounded through the open door of the cot- 
tage. His black eyes were blazing with exdtement, and his 
lips were white and tremulous with emotion. He raised his 
daughter from the ground, and, facing the priest, asked with 
a sort of subdued desperation, 

" What does this mean ? What have you done to fright- 
en this child so fearfully?" 

" I have received her renunciation of the errors in which 
she was reared," he coldly replied, "and you weU know to 
what measures that must lead." 

Laval relaxed his grasp upon the form of LudUe, and 
sta^ered back. He muttered in a broken voice, 

" O Lord, in whom I have trusted, thou hast not per^ 
mitted this evil to fall on me ! My own one, that I trained 
so carefully, to faU from grace in the first moment of tempt- 
ation." 

The girl dung to his knees and piteously begged forgive- 
ness ; but he loosened her clasp as he said, 
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"No, no ; you have chosen your path, and you must walk 
in it. Henceforth I have no claim on you. Take her, priest ; 
the ren^ade daughter will make a fitting follower of the 
great Moloch, into which you and such as you have turned 
the Church of the Most High God." 

Laval and his wife had approached the cottage by a path- 
way leading to the rear of the building, and until they en- 
tered its walls they were not aware of the scene acting in 
front. The mother, pallid and nearly sinking with agitation, 
stood in the doorway, holding in her arms an infant a few 
months old. 

Bepulsed by her father, Lucille turned toward her, and 
, she looked imploringly in her face as her white lips mut- 
tered, 

"Mother, it was to save you all from the punishment due 
to my fault that I abjured. I forgot your warnings — ^I sang 
the Psalms, as the procession came by, and incurred the pen- 
ally of imprisonment to us all. It was better to bear the 
punishment myself than have it falLon all alike. My baby 
brother would have died in the dungeon, shut out from the 
light of heaven. My father's strong arm would have be- 
come palsied, you would have perished, and my heedlessness 
the cause of aJl. Was it not better to avert these dire ca- 
lamities, at any cost to myself!" 

" If your eternal welfare had not also been at stake," re- 
plied the agonized mother; "but with that, you had no right 
to tamper. One soul is of more worth than the earthly 
existence of many bodies. I would sooner' have seen you 
perish, true to your faith, than thus weakly to have resigned 
it." 

"Eight, right, wife," said Laval, gloomily; then turning 
to the priest, he added, "And you have wrung from the fears 
of a Weak child a recantation of all she has been taught to 
consider sacred ; you will proclaim her enforced conversion 
as a triumph of the true faith over heretical doctrines. You 
have taken a cruel advantage of my absence to obtain from 
her terror what my daughter would never voluntarily have 
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acknowledged, ^e is yet too joung to be responsible for 
her own acts." 

<<The law permits even younger children to choose the 
true faith," replied the .' bbot, << If she is old enough to 
comprehend error, she is also capable of following truth. 
Her choice is made, and she will not now be permitted to 
recoil from it: and learn farther, that only through forbear- 
ance, purchased by her submission, do I refrain from proceed- 
ing to extremities against you and your wife for your irrev- 
erent conduct in the presence of the sacred body of Christ 
Gome, ^rl,.I have wasted too much time here; follow me, 
and take heed that you stray neither to the right nor to the 
left I will place you at once with the Sisters of Mercy, 
where you wiU be well cared for." 

Lucille arose, and stretched her arms imploringly toward 
her fisither. As if moved by an uncpntrollable impulse, Laval 
rushed toward her, and pressed her with fruntic force to his 
heart. His hand sought the handle of a knife he wore in 
his breast, and his fingers nervously clutched it^ ^th the 
half-formed deteimination to take her life sooner than sur- 
0»ider her to the protection of the Church. The glittering 
blade was partly unsheathed, when LudUe comprehended his 
intention. She faintly said, 

<< Kill me, then ; it will be better to die in your arms than 
to follow that man;" 

Her eyes were raised to his, and there was something in 
their expression that disarmed him. He groaned, 

^'Oh, had this spirit only sustained you until I came, I 
could have saved you. I will do it yet, my child, or die in 
the attempt. You shall not be twice lost — ^to your earthly 
par^sit^ and to your Father in heaven." 

He passionately kissed her cheek, lips, and brow, and 
then resigned her to her mother. 

<<You should have died sooner than recant^" said the 
latter ; *^ but sin'ce it is so, you must go, and we may never 
meet agedn. A blight has fallen on our humble home, and 
now a day, an hour may compass the destruction of us all." 
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Her words seemed to spring from a spirit of convictioDy 
but they were uttered with a quiet calmness that betrayed 
the character of the woman. Reared in the Beformed £uth, 
her life had been one continued dftead of the persecutors of 
her people ; and though ready at any moment to perish for 
the faith she professed, she had little strength to contend 
against actual persecution when it reached those that were 
dear to her. 

Madame Laval knew that in resigning her daughter to 
the priest, she lost her as effectually as if death had taken 
her from her anns ; yet she parted frt>m her with apparent 
calmness. Lucille pressed the soft cheek of her in&nt broth* 
er to her lips in a trani^rt of anguish which was increased 
by the laughing glee with which the little fellow bounded 
to meet her caress. 

Then^ with lingering steps, she went out of the little in* 
closure, and crossing her hands upon her breast, followed the 
procession with a world of suffering in the young heart late- 
ly so full of joyful hope and youthful happiness. She did 
not dare to give one backward glance to the home she was 
leaving, lest she should turn and fly again to the beloved 
opes whose hearts were riven with anguish at her loss. 

Laval's burning. eyes were &ced upon her receding fonn 
with feelings no language can portray. X\>werless to gain 
redress for this grei^t outrage i^ainst the holiest tie of na- 
ture, ^ the fire /Of his impetuous soul was aroused by the 
very Consciousness of his inability to assert his right to pro- 
tect his dearly-cherished daughter. Though lowly in sta- 
tion, and dependent on labor for his support, the forester, 
in spite of the religious persecution that raged around him, 
hid eqjoyed happiness in his humble home. The fadght 
&ce, the sweet voice of his beautiful child, were his solace 
for every evil ; and now she was torn from him to be placed 
under the powerful influence of that Church which never 
scrupled to use any means by which the minds of the young 
eould be influenced. He knew Lucille to be imaginative 
and full of enthusiasm: wh^ trained by the subtle intel- 
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*lect8 that would now have entire control over her, what 
might be her future career ? In ima^nation he beheld her 
the persecutor of the faith in which she had been reared — 
trampling under foot its simple and pure teachings, while 
she bowed in reverence before the blood-stained altar which 
emulated pagan cruelties in the. tortures inflicted on its vic- 
tims. 

Thi» picture was more than the father could bear ; and 
uttering a fierce cry, with one bound he cleared the yard, 
as a bend in the pathway shut his daughter from his sight, 
and with fleet steps went in pursuit of her. He did not 
pause to reflect on the consequences — ^he only felt that he 
could die sooner than permit his darling child to be thus 
ruthlessly torn from him. 

The abbot walked with slpw and dignified motion, me- 
chanically repeating his Aves, followed by the others, and 
the enraged father soon overtook them. The acolytes, ap- 
parently unmoved by the scene they had witnessed, swung 
their censers as accurately as ever, and the attendant priest 
also mumbled scraps of Latin which he dignified with the 
name of prayers, while Ludlle walked after them with tears 
streaming over her pale features, yet no thought of rebelling 
against the cruel decision that tore her from her home had 
entered her heart. 

In this she only practiced that submission to the higher 
powers which the Huguenots sedulously inculcated in all 
things that did not conflict with their duty to the Supreme 
Ruler. Suddenly the strong arms of her father were thrown 
around her, and she was bom away as lightly and easily as 
if she had been an infismt. 

Instinctively she dung to him and buried her head in his 
bosom to shut out the threats and anathemas uttered by the 
priests when they became aware of the daring act perpe- 
trated by the peasant. Laval was deaf to them aU; he 
sped backward without one glance toward his persecutor, 
who smiled with a malignant consciousness of the power he 
possessed to bring spec^dy vengeance upon him, and he quick- 
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ened his pace that he might reach Nismes and send the myr- 
midons of the law to execute his will against the defenseless 
family. Laval reached his own door, and placing his daugh- 
ter upon the floor, he sternly said, 

" Now, Annette, let us make ready as quickly as we may 
to go out in the hills, for yon priest will lose no time in 
sending the dragoons to ferret us out. We must find a 
secure hiding-place before they come, or no sun will ever 
again rise on earth for you or me. '^Destroy the old, and 
make sure of the young,' is the command given in secret 
by the prieilts, just as if they were hunting beasts of prey. 
The evil we have long dreaded has come upon us at last, 
and we must not shrink from the conflict in the cause of 
our faith." 

The mother cast a pitiful glance at the helpless infant 
she carried in her arms, but she said nothing. Laval un- 
derstood the look, and his voice was slightly husky as he 
replied to it. 

"He is a young sufferer in the cause of Christ; but he 
had better perish now in his innocence than be trained by 
priestly influence to become a persecutor of the faithful." 

" Dear father," said Ludlle, throwing herself upon her 
knees before , him, " my weakness and disobedience has 
brought aU this suffering upon me. Let me follow the 
priest, and avert his anger from you. I deserve the pun- 
ishment, and I can bear it." 

"Eise, my child, and help your mother to put up our 
scanty possessions. No evil to me could be so great as to 
suffer you to fall under the rule of that man. Comfort 
yourself, girl, for some pretext for tearing you fifom me 
would soon have been found, even if the innocent pastime 
of singing psalms in praise of our Creator had not afforded 
one to the wily priest." 

Thus comforted, the poor girl, still trembling with agita- 
tion, followed her mother into the house: it consisted of 
two small rooms, divided by a plank partition, and contain- 
ed such articles as were barely necessary to enable them to 
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live; but all were neat and well-kept A bundle of cloth- 
ing and such food as the cottage contained were bastilj col- 
lected, and rolled in the blankets firom the beds. 

These Laval tied with a cord and slung them over his 
shoulder, while his wife took the in&nt in her anns and 
prepared to follow him. With stem and latter hearts thej 
bade adieu to the home which had sheltered them so many 
jears ; and as Lucille passed out, eke plucked a spraj from 
the ivy that clustered over the poor walls, to be kept as a 
memento of her childhood's home. 

Sudden as this expulsion seemed, the possibility of it had 
been long fanuliar-to the thoughts of the parents ; for many 
like themselves had been forced to fly from the persecutions 
of the dominant party, and seek a refuge among the mount- 
ain fastnesses, which offered a shelter at least until they 
could And the means of leaving that land which refused pro- 
tection to its conscientious children. 

The forester was in constant communication with some 
of these refugees, and he at once took a pathway toward a 
defile that led iato the very heart of the mountainous coun- 
try. 

They made their escape in time ; for when they had as- 
cended above the valley, the little party turned and looked 
back toward the spot. occupied by their late home. I^ight 
by this time had &llen, and the red glare, from a fire was 
thrown upon the darkened air. Laval pointed toward it 
and said, 

^^ Behold, the priest has lost no time— our cottage is in 
flames I" 

With that pasfflve endurance which is the birth-right of 
some women, his wife heard his words ; they smote pain- 
fully on her heart, and she sidd within her soul, ^'This is 
only the beginning; then exhaust not endurance by uttering 
a complaint;" and she bowed her head in inlence, and turned 
away. 



CHAPTER V. 

hf the mean time Father Antome proceeded toward 
l^ismes, chafing with impatience to increaae his pace that 
he might speedily sate the anger burning in his heart against 
the bold peasant who had defied his authority, yet compelled 
to act with outward decorum while walking at the head of 
the procession, until the sacred elements were placed with 
all due reverence in the chapel where they belonged. 

This accomplished, he hurried to the residence of D' Agues- 
seau, the civil intendant, to relate what had occurred, and 
demand tjiat a party of soldiers should at once be dis* 
patched to the cottage of the forester to secure the whole 
family. The residence of the chief magistrate was only a 
few squares &om the cathedral, and the abbot soon stood 
at the entrance. Even had his person and rank in the 
Church not been well known, his garb was sufficient to in- 
sure him an obsequious welcome, and a few muttered words 
gave him at once ingress into the sanctum of D' Aguesseau 
himself. 

He was ushered into a small room lighted by ftn iron 
lamp suspended from the ceiling, and encumbered by no 
furniture, save a table occupying the whole length of the 
wall on one side, and a few chairs. The front of this table 
was filled with small drawers ; and in these, carefully filed 
and labeled, were the accusations against the Huguenots 
of the country, with their names, fortunes, and individual 
character accurately set down, as a guide to the measures 
to be pursued against them. 

Beneath the full glare of the lamp, sat the man into 
whose hands this terrible power was chiefly thrown — ^for 
the more revolting portion of the work to be done was 
given over to him by the Due de NoaQles ; who chose only 
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to tu^ in his military capacity, in fartherance of the com- 
mands of the court. It was not difficult to imagine that an 
accurate judge of human nature had selected D' Aguesseau 
for the office he filled. He was small and insignificant in 
appearance, with something in the crouching expression of 
his form that irresistibly reminded one of the tiger stooping 
for his deadly spring. His head was badly set on his shoul- 
ders ; and the receding forehead, flattened toward the tem- 
ples, the prominent eyes, wide nostrils, and thinly cut lips, 
closed with an expression of iron firmness, afforded some re- 
semblance to the portraits of Robespierre. He also had the 
same bloodless complexion, with dark glittering eyesj ob- 
servant as those of the lynx, cruel and unrelenting as only 
human eyes can become when the thirst of blood is aroused 
in the soul. Such was the man selected to co-operate with 
the priesthood in bringing back the lambs that had strayed 
from the true fold. 

He was examining a paper closely written, and the Domin- 
ican stood a brief moment watching his features before he 
spoke. At the sound of his voice, D' Aguesseau turned 
sharply toward him, and a grim smile lighted up his face. 

"Ha! welcome. Father; for I need your advice on a 
subject that is new to me. Here is a memorial I have but 
just received, which — ^*' 

With a movement of great deference, but which yet ex- 
pressed authority that must be obeyed, the priest arrested 
his explanation. 

<' Pardon me, monsieur, but matters of weight must be at 
once attended to ; after that can come what you desire to 
tell me. An act of most flagrant insubordination has just 
been committed against my authority, by a renegade to the 
holy Mother Ghureh. Your interposition is required to 
punish it properly before the actors have time to escape 
into the mountain &stnesses which unhappily lie near us." 

" Another defiance of the power that can crush and grind 
these wretches to atoms 1" said the harsh voice of D' Agues- 
seau. '^ These heretic rascals are getting like the trodden 



THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 69 

viper thB,t turna and stings with its kst gasp. What new 
cause of complaint have you now I I wish they had but 
one neck, that I might lay my grasp upon it, and choke the 
life from the vile gangrene on the face of the Church ;" and 
he flourished his sinewy hand before him, which looked hard 
enough to perform any cruel service dictated by the ruthless 
spirit of its owner. 

In as few words as possible Father Antoine r^ted what 
had occurred, and the purple hue of anger glowed through 
the sallow cheeks of his listener. He violently rang a hand- 
bell which lay beside him : it was instantly responded to by 
the appearance of a servant at the door. 

'^ Order the captain of the guard hither," was the brief 
command given. The man vanished, and in another mo- 
ment the officer thus summoned entered from the ante- 
chamber. He was one who did not seem fitted by nature 
for the position he held under the authority of such a supe- 
rior. His bearing was noble, and on his fine face resolu- 
tion and coolness were stamped, mingled with something 
of the generous recklessness of youth. He drew himself up 
and stood with composed mien, awaiting the commands he 
had been summoned to receive. 

" Captain Delmont," said D'Aguesseau, "you will, with- 
out the loss of a moment of time, detail a small party of 
soldiers to surround the cottage of Laval, the forester on 
the Lefevre estate ; seize the family, and bring them hither 
as prisoners ; raze the walls of their house to their founda- 
tions, and take good heed that none of the miserable recu- 
sants escape." 

An expression of annoyance came for a moment on his 
face, but the officer bowed with his usual unmoved air ; for 
such commands were of too frequent occurrence to elicit 
much feeling from those accustomed to receive them. He 
merely said, 

^^ You shall be obeyed, monsieur." 

He was leaving the apartment when the priest suggested, 

" Should the femily, as is most probable, have escaped, 
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will it not be expedient to pursue them and bring them 
backr 

<< Undoubtedly — Buch will be the instructions issued to 
the men, Captain Delmont. The parents are contuma- 
cious ; and should the father resist, let them deal summa- 
rily with him, but bring back the daughter in safety. They 
wUl make for the hills ; lose no time, and they may yet be 
intercepted." 

Captain Delmont left the room, and as he went he mut- 
tered, 

*^ So the old fox has found out this pretty little black- 
eyed girl at last. I have marveled some time how she has 
escaped priestly notice. Well, it's no business of mine, and 
I suppose it is time some effort was made to bring her back 
to the truth." ' 

Captain Delmont, in his turn, transmitted the order to 
his lieutenant to take a party of half a dozen men and sur- 
round the cottage, pursue the inhabitants if they had es- 
caped, and at all hazards to bring the girl back. 

No sooner had the officer left than the priest drew a 
chair, and seating himself- near his companion, said, in that 
guarded tone always used by those of his calling when com- 
muning on matters of business, 

<< The affair of Laval is not alone what brought me hith- 
er to-night. Learning that death was in the chateau of 
the recusant Lefevre, I went with the holy emblems of our 
faith to offer the last services of the Church ; they were 
scornfully rejected, and even words of insult and defiance 
used toward the highest in authority in the nation." 

The cruel spirit glared through the black eyes of the list- 
ener, and he dutdied the paper he held with a fiercer grasp 
as he said, 

^<It is time to deal summarily with that man. He has 
been too long permitted the free expression of his opinions, 
and the voice that will rise against the king's authority 
must be stifled in a dungeon. I will see that it is attended 
to forthwith," 
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He would again have sounded the bell, but the monk 
checked him. 

^^ Leave Lefevre yet a little longer to me. I have spies 
upon his steps that he can not escape ; and I wish to exer- 
cise my art in mental torture jet a little while before he 
falls under the strong arm of the law. Besides, I have an- 
other object in view : the intimacy which exists between 
one of our own flock and the family of Lefevre fills me with 
unpleasant suspicions. Claude Chastain, the young advo- 
cate, is on terms of great friendliness with these heretics; he 
has been warned, yet he persists in keeping up a secret in- 
tercourse with them ; and I have considered it expedient to 
place one about him whose business it is to watch his pro- 
ceedings.and report them to me. I have reason to suspect 
him of leaning toward the Huguenots, and I caused my 
agent to present himself to him as a secret follower of the 
new doctrines. After some pretended objections, and a rigid 
examination of his testimonials, Chastain employed him. 
That of itself is suspicious; but I will not condemn him 
except on the fullest conviction of his guilt. His defection 
just now would be a severe blow to us, for he is a man of 
clear sense and sound judgment^ and once enlisted in a 
cause he considers just, he would sooner walk through a 
flery furnace than recoil from its support. We must deal 
gently with him, and, if possible, win him back to the true 
path." 

" Yours is a subtle brdin, holy Father, and I submit to 
the wisdom of your decisions. I leave these men for the 
present to your management, but remember that my author- 
ily is ready to sustain any measures you may deem expe- 
dient against them. It wks a curious chance that made this 
Chastain the subject of my thoughts when you came in. 
This memorial is from him, and must have been written 
with the belief that some weight would be attached to it as 
coming from a true son of the Church." 

The abbot looked interested, and he held out his hand 
for the document. After glancing over it he said, 
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'^I have reoeived a similar petition in my ecclesiastical 
capacity. The interest Chastain takes in this affair only 
increases my suspicions against him. He sets forth the 
case of Madame Altenberg and her daughter Eugenia. The 
mother is a Catholic who, contrary to the established law, 
married a Huguenot, and lived with him to his death. She 
conformed to the requirements of her faith, and reared her 
daughter in its observances. As the offspring of such a for- 
bidden marriage, Eugenia Altenbei^ is illegitimate, and can 
not inherit property Mling to her from her father. It is 
asked that this law may be set aside in her favor, that she 
may heir his estate." 

"Which estate is scarcely worth asking for, if I remember 
the history of this Altenbeig rightly," said the magistrate, 
touching a drawer labeled A, in which the records he re- 
ferred to were to be found. " His Catholic wife did not 
save him £rom the dragonnade and sequestration of his 
property. The last report of Altenbeig reads, ^Buined — 
died of chagrin — ^family cast out on the world.' Why the 
latter, when the mother and daughter are adherents of our 
feith?" 

"Because the woman deserved punishment for her laxity 
in not proselyting her husband to the truth. In a matter of 
such vital importance no true Catholic would have lived in 
contentment with her renegade husband, with the knowledge 
that he was walking in the broad road that leadeth to ever- 
lasting destruction. No ; Madame Altenberg was lukewarm 
in the cause, and punishment was due to her. As you truly 
say, the remnant of the estate is not worth claiming; but, 
since the death of M. Altenbeig, a large bequest from a rela- 
tive engaged in trade in Bordeaux has fallen to him. A half 
million of livres Sre at stake, and the widow and her daugh- 
ter have employed Chastain, as their advocate, to endeavor 
to secure it for them." 

"Ah, I see ! But why should this fact inspire you with 
suspicions against the young man ? Do you think these wo- 
men are also tainted with heresy?" 
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« Very likely ; especially the daughter, who was most de- 
votedly attached to her father, and much under his influence. 
You know that I obtain minute information concerning the 
most private affairs of those suspected of leaning toward the 
heretics, and I know that an attachment exists between Mad- 
emoiselle Altenberg and the son of Lefevre. It is opposed 
by her mother, more from policy than any real objection she 
may have to the young man." 

** What, then, does, the woman mean by asking me to be- 
stow on her daughter the right to claim this inheritance, 
that she may unite herself in marriage with the son of such 
a race as that of Lefevre V* asked D'Aguesseau, angrily ; ^' and 
how does that implicate Chastainf ' 

" I am coming to that, if you will only have patience," 
replied the priest calmly. " It has long been equally well 
known to me that Chastain is not only the dearest £riend of 
Gerald Lefevre, but also the lover of his sister. He is inter- 
ested in the claimant of this property, through his friendship 
for Colonel Lefevre ; hence his application to you. But I 
have a plan by which the money may come to the heiress, 
and yet be secured to the Church." 

"Ah-h ! pray let me hear it." 

"While the claim is pending before the ecclesiastical court, 
Madame Altenberg and her daughter must be required to take 
up their abode with the Sisters of Mercy, that such heretical 
notions as theyJbave imbibed from their deceased relative 
may be thoroughly rooted out. Once within those walls, the 
mother comes out an orthodox Catholic ; the daughter, not 
at all. In her is vested the greater part of the claim, and 
she must take the vail, willingly or not, and give the control 
of this large sum to those who know better how to manage 
it than an inexperienced girl. Thus a soul will be saved, 
and a new source of power given to the Church." 

"But a thought strikes me. Father. If Mademoiselle Al- 
tenbeig is not legitimated, this money is forfeited to the state. 
Why should not the Government profit by it as well as the 
Churchr:. 

D 
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The abbot regarded him steadily, and a slightly scornful 
smile quivered around his lips. 

"Because to deny this claim to one of our own faith will 
be giving her a plea for going over to the heretics, which I 
half suspect her of a willingness to do. Grant it, andsh^ 
dares not make such a movement; refuse, and the money 
passes into the hands of commissioners in Bordeaux, wherQ 
the testator died, and neither you nor I gain any benefit from 
it. Accede to my proposal, and I promise you that the 
Church shall not forget the son who is careful of her in* 
terests." 

" But do you believe the girl will ever be wrought on to 
give up her lover and become a nun V* 

" On that score I cherish no doubts. If kindness and 
persuasion, such as we know how to use, fail to win her to 
my will, then shall other means be tried. Our resources are 
infinite ; and never yet have I known man or woman who 
could not, by some method, be brought to submission. Eu- 
genia Altenberg will have no one to inquire too minutely into 
her fate, should she prove refractory, and the proof that the 
Church is her heir shall not be wanting." 

The magistrate looked on the calm face of the priest as 
he thus spoke, and even he, hardened in cruelty as he was, 
shuddered at the picture his fancy conjured up of this help- 
less girl thus victimized for the sake of her possessions. He 
said, 

" It shall be as you desire ; but I trust the girl will meet 
your wishes without any thing like force becoming necec^ 
sary." 

<^It matters not; she will meet them, and that is the 
most important point," replied the abbot, coolly. "And now 
let us examine the latest reports from our Jesuit agents scat- 
tered among these benighted people." 

D'Aguesseau opened a drawer larger than the others, in 
which many sealed packages had been placed, awaiting his 
Idsure to look over them. The most of these were accurate 
reports from various members of the ord^r of the Jesuits, 
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made to the magistrate by the command of their superior, | 

to further the cruel persecutions against the Huguenots. The i 

condition of those they were commissioned to proselyte was 
faithfully detailed, and the cruel eyes of the two who read 
them seemed to gloat over the records of suffering and con* 
stancy they related. 

Many had been brought back to the Homish Chm'ch be- , \ 

cause they had not firmness to bear the tortures inflicted on ! 

themselves and all that were dear to them ; while the won- I 

der is that, amidst the atrocities that were sanctioned, any 
could be found strong enough in their faith to maintain ; 

their adherence to the Church that lay crushed and bleed- 
ing beneath the iron heel of despotism. 

At length the priest arose with an expression of satisfac- 
tion on his features. He said, 

" The end shall sanctify the means. The king will have 
the satisfaction of bringing back his people to the truth. 
One faith, one church, one communion, will soon be the 
law ; and the lesson thus taught will be remembered 
throughout ail time as a salutary check on presumption and 
impiety. Adieu, my son ; the night wanes, and I must at- 
tend to other business before I sleep." 

The abbot passed from the room ; and closing the draw- 
ers, and carefully locking them, D'Aguesseau rang his bell 
in a peculiar manner, which was understood by the attend- 
ant in waiting, for he came in bearing wine and luxurious 
food, which he placed before his superior in silence and then 
retired. 

The night w^ clear and starlit; but the priest cast no 
glance of love or reverence toward the serene arch bending 
over earth in loving majesty, as a contrast and a reproach 
to the turmoil of envy, passion, and destruction on which 
it looks. Other thoughts were in his scheming brain ; to 
entrap the helpless and unwary into the fangs of that ruth- 
less power of which he was a most fitting agent, seemed the 
sole aim of his existence, and in so doing he really believed 
he was serving the cause of God. 
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Naturally of a stem, unyielding temper, with nerves of 
steel and will of iron, intolerance was his hirth-right, and 
fanaticism his inheritance. Bred in the strictest dogmas of 
the Church, education had completely identified his inter- 
ests and his faith with her prosperity. To die beyond its 
pale was, in his belief, to perish everlastingly; and better 
was it for the heretic to suffer earthly tortures than lie un- 
der the eternal ban of Almighty wrath. . ' 

But when persecution failed to wring a recantation from 
the victim ; when strength was given to resist, even to the 
last extremity, then all the deadly hostility of his nature 
was aroused, and he believed it to be the prerogative of the 
Church to smite, slay, and utterly exterminate, even as the 
Israelites of old were commissioned to destroy their enemies. 

The blood-stained chronicles of the Old Testament were 
his favorite reading ; and from them he drew arguments to 
sustain the course of Louis against the subjects he was bound 
by every law, both human and divine, to protect. 

He moved with quick and cautious steps, with bowed 
head; but his. darkly-glancing eyes saw every thing around 
him. He met several persons ; and even by the dim light 
he easily recognized the Protestants by their avoidance of 
his dark-robed form, and by a certain expression of listless 
depression, which, to his observant and nicely-tuned ear, 
even their tread upon the pavement indicated. 

In the rear of the cathedral lay the buildings appropri- 
ated to the clergy. These were massive in structure, and 
planned with attention to both taste and comfort. Extens- 
ive grounds surroimded them, inclosed by a high brick 
wall ; to these the priest gained access by means of a key 
he carried with him which opened a small private door. 

Within was found the pleasant shadow of trees, the odor 
of flowers, and the murmur of falling water from fountains 
used to irrigate the shrubbery. An c^en colonnade, sup- 
ported by Corinthian pillars, extended the whole length of 
the building on the side next the garden ; and after passing 
through this without encountering any one, the abbot en- 
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tered a room of fair proportions fitted up as a library — ^for 
his order cultivates leamiug and literature more than anj 
other in the Bomish Church. 

Massive book-cases, grotesquely carved, were filled with 
antique tomes, many of them highly illuminated and of al- 
most priceless value. A lamp of silver, of an exquisite ara- 
besque pattern, shed a soft light throughout the room ; and 
beneath its brightest rays was placed a mosaic table, a pres- 
ent from the Pbpe, and a specimen of the rarest work of 
the kind which had then been produced in Italy. An open 
missal, the margin of which was enriched with gems, lay 
upon it, and the rosary that rested beside it was of eme- 
ralds of the purest water, which flashed back the flicker- 
ing rays of light as the lamp swung to and fro in the night 
breeze. 

Several pictures of rare merit hung on the walls — one of 
the Virgin Mary, with all the sensuous beauty given to her 
by many of the old masters, looked out from the canvas 
almost like a thing of life. A painting of Christ on the 
Cross, just as the spirit has departed, hung beside this ; and 
the utter lifelessness expressed in every relaxed limb, in the 
pale sinking of the features, showed the consummate skill 
of the artist. A head of Christ crowned with thorns, sculp- 
tured in bass-relief, occupied a niche beside a door leading 
into a small dormitory, which contained nothing save a pal- 
let and crucifix, with a skull and cross-bones placed beneath 
it — grim reminders of the mortality of him who offered his 
devotions there. 

The abbot crossed himself, and bowed his head as he 
passed each one of these sacred symbols, and then without 
pausing, walked toward a portion of the wall which to all 
appearance was like the rest. He touched a spring that 
was skillftilly concealed, and the panel noiselessly opened, 
revealing an interior apartment, with windows that looked 
out on the pleasant yard beneath. This retreat was fitted 
up with all the luxury known at that period ; and the King 
of France himself was not surrounded by a greater display 
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of taste and elegance than was found in the adornments of 
this priestly refuge from the cares of life. 

The walls were covered with pictures representing the 
beautiful women of the Bible ; and the painters had cer- 
tainly imagined among them every type of loveliness which 
the female form assumes. From the fair-haired daughters 
of the North to the dusky beauty of the Tropics, all were 
there ; and but for the names with which they were labeled, 
the beholder would scarcely have recognized them as repre- 
sentatives of the Hebrew race. 

A passionate admirer of beauty in all its varied forms, 
Father Antoine consoled himself for his outward asceticism 
by surrounding himself in his hours of relaxation with shapes 
of loveliness, which he appreciated as the intellectual and 
solitary recluse, shut out from congenial companionship, ap- 
preciates his books. They are silent friends to which he 
may turn as inclination leads him; and the priest could 
gaze on each pictured form without fear of caprice or co- 
quetry. The fair beauty could not frown and utter cutting 
words as he turned toward a rival : all smiled alike on him, 
and he was content. A connoisseur in art, he knew that 
many among them were gems ; and his critical eye never 
wearied in discovering new beauties in these still represent- 
atives of living, breathing, passionate life. 

Before several of them, lamps filled with perfumed oil 
burned, and the air of the room was heavy with its odor. 
The abbot unclosed a window, and the cool gush of night 
air swept through the room, causing the light to flicker un- 
til the eyes of the pictures seemed to move with life. He 
half smiled as he stood before a painting of Miriam holding 
her symbols high in the air as if ready to strike up the ex- 
ulting strain which celebrated the crossing of her people 
through the Red Sea. 

"Beautiful and strong soul!" he muttered; "had I met 
your counterpart, my heart might have gone forth to claim 
its mate ; but no woman of mortal mould have I yet seen 
who caused me for one moment to regret my vow of celib- 
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acy. Lovely phantoms ! creatures of impulse given to man 
for his torment, I repudiate ye all, though I worship the 
outward garb of loveliness with which the Creator has in- 
vested so many of ye." 

He turned to the next picture. It represented a fair 
girl with golden hair, and eyes of such soft and dreamy 
beauty as might stir the fancy of an anchorite. This was 
labeled Jephthah's daughter, and long and earnest was the 
gaze that dwelt upon it. He turned away with a half sigh 
as he muttered, 

'< If those were living eyes, and looked thus in4o mine, I 
might be tempted to foi^et that I have repudiated every 
human emotion, save devotion to the cause of my only bride, 
the true Church of the living God." 

At that moment the sounds of music came floating on 
the night breeze, and the magnificent midnight mass was 
chanted by a choir of trained voices to the accompaniment 
of the deep-toned organ. It reverberated with solemn dis- 
tinctness throughout.the building, and the air without seem- 
ed tremulous with the melody of the lofty strain. As its 
last echo died away, the abbot laid aside his coarse robe of 
serge and replaced it with one of silk of the softest and finest 
texture. He then drew toward him a small table, and re- 
moving the napkin with which it was covered, wine and 
daintily-prepared viands were before him. 

Of these he partook with the gusto of an epicure, for the 
abbot, as superior of his order, held from his spiritual head 
a perpetual indulgence, purchased by certain concessions to 
the Holy See, to enjoy every pleasure his station permitted, 
provided the outward decorum of the Church was not 
violated. When this practice of selling indulgences was 
brought forward by the Huguenots as aft objection to the 
Church from which they had seceded, the Dominican had 
the hardihood to use the words of Chrisil; himself in its de- 
fense — "To the pure in heart all things are pure," and 
added, that among the true followers of St. Peter no indul- 
gence from holy Mother Church can be abused. They who 
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make evil uses of them are the followers of anti-Christ. 
The Reformers might have retorted with truth, that of such, 
then, must be the m^oritj of their people ; but prudence 
stifled the response. 

The priest sunk back in his luxurious chair, rapt in- a 
dreamy reverie, in which the images of beauty that smiled 
down on him were mingled with phantoms of blood, tor- 
tures, and suffering, that formed a hideous contrast to each 
other. In the silence of that lonely room, with the sa- 
cred melody so lately breathing around him still ringing 
in his eafs, he planned new persecutions for the renegades 
from his faith, while he awaited the appearance of an em- 
issary who would place new victims within his insatiate 
grasp. 

At length he arose, walked impatiently to and fro^ and 
then returned to the library. As he entered, the figure of 
a man appeared at the door, and Ferron, the derk of Claude 
Chastain, bowed with cringing servility before him. 

" Ah ! I have waited for you long,!' was the impatient 
greeting he received. "Now you have come, I trust you 
have something worth hearkening to to reveal. 

"You are right, holy Father. I have much to relate 
which it is important you should know. But until a few 
moments since I could not leave the house of my master 
without danger of suspicion. I came at the earliest mo- 
ment possible." 

" Enough — no more excuses, but to the point. What has 
occurred to throw new light on my suspicions V* 

" Much that may tend to justify them." .. 

Ferron then gave a brief account of the arrival of M. 
Lecroix — ^his visit in company with Chastain to the chat- 
eau, and the assistance rendered by them in burying Madame 
Lefevre. 

The abbot interrupted him impatiently — 

" And all this you permitted to go on ? Nay, assisted in 
without informing me ?" 

" I did the best I could, holy Father," replied the spy, 
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humbly ; " and if you will listen to me yet a few mcmxents, 
you will find that I have done all that was possible under 
the circumstances." 

" Go on," was the brief response, and Ferron obeyed 
promptly, for he knew every expression of that stem face 
too well not to tremble before the one it now wore. 

" I was left below to watch the coffin of Madame Lefevre, 
and I went at once with your orders to the dragoons in the 
chateau. I had not time to follow them to the tower and 
observe what they did there, for just as I returned from the 
other errand my master came down to see if all was safe. 
Soon afterward they brought down the corpse, and we went 
at once to bury it. I then returned to the tower with the 
old man and 'his daughter, but I took good care not to go 
up with them. I was to return home to help M. Lecroix 
to get safely off" 

"And did you dare do this lastf asked the abbot, stern- 
ly. " I would this hour give my right hand to have that 
contumacious heretic in my power, that he may be made an 
example to strike terror into the mistaken followers of his 
doctrines." 

The informer smiled grimly. 

" If I had done a thing so contrary to your wishes, I 
should not have dared to present myself before you. Father. 
I informed the sergeant at the chateau, Pierre Lefond, that 
at one o'clock to-night this old man, alone and helpless, will 
pass by a certain road leading into the hills ; and if he is 
captured, a large rpward will be given to the person who 
brings him to your reverence, besides granting him a ple- 
nary indulgence as Jong as he may wish it. You know the 
man, and he will not fail when money is to be gained by the 
service. You may reckon on having the old heretic in your 
poover before daylight. As to the share my master had in 
all this, I believe it arose from friendship for these people, 
and no falling away from the faith. He has a good heart 
this M. Chastain, and in these uncertain times he says as 
little as may be about his religious belief. I like his pru- 

D2 
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dence, and I hope your reverence will not be hard on him 
for assisting old friends at such a time.*' 

" How came Chastain to know of this old man's presence 
in Nismes, and to aid him in getting away"?" 

" That I do not know. M. Lecroix joined us as we left 
the house, and I knew him at once, for I have sometimes at- 
tended the services of the heretics as a looker on. You know 
there is a law requiring good Catholics to do so, that their 
preachers be restrained from uttering seditious doctrines. 
I believe that M. Lefevre found means to summon the old 
pastor to officiate at his wife's funeral, and as M. Chastain 
was the only friend he had who could protect him, he in- 
duced him to do so." ^ 

" Even that is a deadly fault ; but it is well for Chastain 
that 'tis no worse. You have done well, Ferron ; I com- 
mend your zeal, but it is necessary that you keep a stricter 
watch upon your employer. I must ascertain his true fail- 
ings toward the Eeformers. Here is your reward ; this sum 
shall be doubled if the archheretic is in my power within 
twelve hours." 

" Ferron took the gold the priest offered, and bowing with 
deep respect, he uttered many thanks and assurances of 
fidelity, and retired. 



CHAPTER VL 

With touching thanks for his assistance in paying the 
last tribute of respect to the remains of their lost one, M. 
Lefevre and his daughter bade adieu to the treacherous 
clerk of Chastian. Ferron received them with an air of 
stolid indifference, and took his departure so soon as he had 
struck a light for them. 

Irene held the dim lamp and preceded her father, who 
feebly ascended the steps as if physical strength and mental 
resolution were alike prostrated. It was a touching spec- 
tacle to behold the uncertain light flickering over the white 
hairs and wrinkled brow of him who had so lately dedi- 
cated the remainder of his days to a service which must in- 
evitably lead to privation, persecution, perhaps death. As 
Irene beheld these silent evidences of suffering, she paused 
until he stood on the step beside her, and then said, 

" Let me assist you, father. Lean on my arm ; you are 
worn out with your long vigils." 

" The space is scarcely wide enough," he answered. " It 
was only a momentary feeling of weariness that overcame 
me. My soul rebelled against its loneliness now she is 
gone, and I forgot my dependence on Him * who doeth all 
things well.' I do not suffer from bodily exhaustion, my 
daughter; I really am better able to afford assistance to 
you than you are to render it to me," and he gazed pity- 
ingly upon the pale cheeks to which even exercise had 
brought no color. 

" Oh, I am yoimg and strong, father. Endurance should 
be familiar to me, for I have learned it in a school that 
teaches stem lessons." 

He sighed heavily, and the two toiled slowly up the wind- 
ing ascent in the perpendicular wall, the jagged and damp 
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surface of which came every moment in contact with their 
persons. 

At length the panel was reached, the spring touched, and. 
by its opening a scene reyealed that made both ftither and 
daughter recoil. Irene stifled the cry which arose to her 
lips ; it died away in a choking sob of anguish ; while M. 
Lefevre with renewed strength bounded through the aper- 
ture, and stood amidst the ruins of the few sacred relics that 
still remained to him. 

The portrait of his wife was removed from its frame, and 
after being mutilated in such a manner as to destroy every 
vestige of beauty, was cut in strips and scattered on the 
floor. Secret recesses, which had been ingeniously con- 
trived in the wall for the concealment t)f prohibited books 
and papers of importance, were lying open, with their con- 
tents torn into small fragments. The few articles of furni- 
ture had been removed, and in the centre of the apartment 
stood a frame of wood large enough to receive the body of ^ 
a man, and beside it lay a coil of rope, evidently intended 
for use. 

The young girl glanced with horror from these to her 
father ; for she instinctively divined their pui-pose, and the 
words by which she would have urged him to fly died away 
on her lips, as she heard sounds of stifled laughter from the 
adjoining apartment, and knew that their proceedings were 
watched. 

All the energy and composure of M. Lefevre seemed to 
have returned at once. He stooped and picked up some of 
the fragments of writing. 

"The title deeds to my estate," he calmly said. "Ah 
well, I trust that I and mine have an inheritance laid up in 
heaven of more worth than this poor earthly one, which my 
enemies are so anxious to appropriate. My beloved books, 
too, have shared the same fate ; it is as well, perhaps, for I 
could not have carried them with me in my wanderings,' and 
their teachings are treasured in my heart. My daughter, 
do not look so terrified. Can not God protect bis own ?" 
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Irene replied by pointing to the frame, and her father re- 
sponded with melancholy dignity, 

"These men may inflict indignities upon me — perhaps 
even torture me, as they have many others— -but they shall 
never find that I shrink before them. He, in whose cause 
I suffer, will give me strength to bear the burden of the 
cross, sustained by himself amidst revilings and insult." 

"You old canting hypocrite!" exclaimed a rough voice, 
as the door which led into the body of the mansion was 
thrown rudely open, "we'll see if we can't make you change 
your tune before we are done with you." And eight of the 
most brutal among the soldiers stationed in the chateau en- 
tered the tower, carrying their arms with them. 

" Your day of grace is past, old fellow ; and, at last, we're 
permitted to work our will on your heretical body until the 
truths of the Church may be acknowledged as a balm to 
your wounds." 

Irene instinctively threw herself before her father, as if 
her presence must be a protection to him, even amidst these 
drunken a/nd brutalized men. Lefevre clasped her to his 
breast in anguish. 

" Oh, my child, my child ! in this hour even the protect 
tibn of your Eomish uncle would be welcome. I can bear 
all myself; but you— you will be unprotected, and at the 
mercy of these wretches." 

"I do not fear them, father, except on yom: account. 
Their captain would severely punish them for any outrage 
toward me." 

She then turned to the men, and asked, with dignified* 
calmness, 

" Is Captain Delmont aware of this invasion of our pri- 
vacy T 

" The orders came from the Intendant, and were as good 
as signed by Father Antoine," replied the same man who 
had before spoken. " I have good warrant ior what I am 
about to do, mademoiselle f 

"And what is your purpose 1" she faintly asked. 
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"To make a prosdyte, by fair means or foul. We've 
played the fool long enough here already, and, since the old 
fellow is too hard-headed to mind what's gone before, we're 
going to try what virtue there is in a little bodily suffering." 

" Listen to me," pleaded Irene ; but her entreaties were 
summarily ended at a sign from the ringleader. A dragoon, 
who had hitherto stood in the shadow of the door, advanced 
quickly and threw a shawl over her head. Her clinging arms 
were loosened from her father's form, who was at the same 
time held back by the firm grasp of two powerful soldiers. 

Irene was borne from the tower, and the two men lifted the 
struggling form of M. Lefevre and placed it upon the frame 
before alluded to. The coil of rope was then used to fasten 
him securely, and tightened with such severity as to produce 
the most exquisite suffering. He uttered no complaint, for 
he saw that those commissioned to commit this outrage had 
been carefully selected from the most brutalized portion of 
the band stationed in the chateau. He resigned himself to 
the thought of death, and he prayed fervently for strength 
to meet its approach with firmness ; but it was with diffi- 
culty he repressed a cry of anguish, as the uncertain fate 
of his beloved child pressed upon him. He forced himself 
to'speak to his tormentors, to entreat them to inform him 
whither she had been r^noved. 

Jeers and taunts were the only replies he received, and 
they drowned his words by singing a loud song, while they 
joined hands and danced around his couch, stamping and 
shouting in chorus. The impeded circulation soon produced 
physical torture which tasked all the strong energies of Le- 
fevre's soul to conceal. His features were swollen and pur- 
ple, and his parched lips could scarcely whisper the words 
that came to them. He feebly murmured, 

"*Be merciful to me, O God! for my soul trusteth in 
thee. Under the shadow of thy wings shall be my refuge, 
until this tyranny be overpast.' " 

" Hear the old reprobate," said one of the men, with a 
coarse laugh. " He calls on G-od, just as if he expects the 
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prayers of a heretic to be heard. Hark ye, old fellow ; the 
good man up yonder has enough children of his own to listen 
to^ without being troubled by such as you. You needn*t ask 
Him for help, because he has given his power down here to 
the Pope, and his sacred maje&ty, the king ; and they don't 
see no good in the praymg of any heretic like you. Come 
back to the fkith, and then there '11 be some use in asking the 
Holy Virgin to intercede for you." 

He paused, as if for a reply, and there was a momentary 
quiet among his tormentors to hear what the victim would 
say. Lefevre lay silent, and the leader thrust his sword in 
his arm until blood followed the wound, as he said, 

" Why don't you speak ? I'm not used to being left with- 
out an answer from such as yeu." 

The old man turned his eyes from the brutal being, flush- 
ed with intoxication, into whose power he had &dlen, and 
at the rudely enforced command his lips unclosed. 

" To you, and such as you, I have nothing to say. In 
God have I put my trust ; I will not be afraid what man 
can do unto me." 

"You w;ont, ha? Well, we'll see to that. If your ob- 
stinate old soul don't quake in your body before I'm done 
with you, my name's not EaouL" 

" Is your captain aware of what is passing here ?■' asked 
the sufferer. 

"It's no matter whether he is or no. I have higher au- 
thority than his for what Pm doing. As to the captain, he 
is too busy making love to your daughter to care about what 
is happening here." 

A gleam of comfort came to the unhappy father's heart 
at this insinuation. He said, 

" My child is then under Delmont's care *? He is a soldier, 
and a man- of honor ; he will surely protect her from harm." 

" That's as it may be. The captain mayn't have the pow- 
er, for he's not the greatest man in these parts. He acts 
under orders as we all do, and your daughter's not likely to 
have much ceremony shown toward her." 
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The father groaned and closed his eyes ; his lips moved 
as if in prayer for his helpless one, but he said no more. 
After a pause, in which to rest themselves, Eaoul tightened 
the cords that bound Lefevre's limbs, until the stricture al- 
most forced from him a cry of agony. 

"Boys," he said, "we're only wasting time; this man 
will never give in for such child's play. The blood is forced 
to his head until the veins are nearly bursting ; now he is in 
a fit state to enjoy a concert. Bring in the music ; it will 
ring a grand peal through his brain." 

A chorus of laughter arose at this, and four of the men 
went out. They soon returned with a drum, horn, and a 
triangle, on which they commenced a hideous uproar close 
beside the prisoner. His head already throbbed to burst- 
ing, and the strong, physical frame was rapidly succumbing 
beneath the suffering he endured; for age and sorrow had 
made many inroads on the strength of the body, but the firm 
soul remained unshaken. He endeavored to fis. his thoughts 
on the agony of Christ in the garden of Gethsemane ; on 
his sufferings upon the cross, and broken words of suppli- 
cation went up to the throne of the Omnipotent, for power 
to endure any degree of torture sooner than betray the cause 
to which his life had been devoted. 

The noise, the sufferings of his body, produced fever, and 
the horror came upon him that delirium might ensue, and 
in its paroxysms he might utter such words as no humilia- 
tion and repentahce could, in his estimation, wash away. 
Amidst this new anguish, the physical pain, the wild uproar 
sounding in his ears, were scarcely heeded. A mental pow- 
er to resist them seemed bestowed on him which was incom- 
prehensible to himself. He felt that God was with him, 
sustaining his courage and endurance amidst all the devices 
of his enemies to overpower them* 

Another hour passed thus, and Eaoul again approached 
him and felt his pulse. M. Lefevre lay passive, though per- 
fectly sensible. 

"Enough is enough, I reckon, old fellow. Won't you 
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sign the abjuration of your heresies now ? You're half mad- 
dened by the uproar by this time, and ready to say any thing 
I choose to dictate.'* 

The exhausted sufferer murmured, ' 

" No— no, with my latest breath will I cling to my faith. 
Oh, Father ! thou canst ' save us from our enemies, and put 
them to confusion that hate us. Arise and help us, and de- 
liver us, for thy mercy's sake.' " 

" It's my opinion that you had better do what will ena- 
ble you to arise yourself," said the soldier, brutally. " I 
see it's no use trying bodily suffering ; the old wretch will 
die sooner than give up. There is something else to be 
done that'll come nearer to his stubborn soul. Come, boys, • 
let's bring back the numbed senses, that he may feel more 
keenly what's coming next." 

By this time some relief to M. Lefevre was necessary to 
prevent that leaden apathy from overcoming him, which 
must result from a long-continued interruption of the nat- 
ural circulation of the blood. The cords were loosened, wa- 
ter was given him, and a portion poured upon his head in a 
cooling shower. The swollen limbs were rubbed a few mo- 
ments^ and he sat up, with his senses restored to all their nat- 
ural activity. 

This was not done in silence, but amidst jeers and insults 
which we forbear to repeat ; for each one of the band seem- 
ed to exercise his ingenuity in endeavoring to surpass his 
companions in their cruel pastime. M. Lefevre scarcely heard 
them ; . he was trying to fortify his soul for what might fol- 
low, for his knowledge of the outrages practiced against the 
followers of his faith gave him a dim foreshadowing of a 
trial he shuddered to contemplate even in imagination. 

" Any anguish but that," he fervently prayed ; but his sup- 
plications were interrupted by Baoul, who tauntingly said, 

"You thought you were sly enough to put away your 
dead to-night without letting any of us be the wiser for it» 
But Tm going to prove to you that you are not "so clever as 
you thought you were." 
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The heart, of the persecuted man shrank and quivered as 
if a deadly thrust had been aimed at it, and he trembled in 
every nerve. Insult to those hallowed remains completely 
overcame him, and he said, 

"Are you men vnth mothers — ^with sisters of your own, 
and yet dare to practice such indignities toward a woman 
who never harmed you 1 If you have hearts in your bosoms, 
forbear." 

There was a tone of commanding and dignified pathos in 
his voice which must have appealed to natures less hard- 
ened than these ; but the men around him had been permit- 
ted to exercise their cruel license until they looked upon the 
Huguenots as their rightful prey, and seemed to forget that 
the tie of a common humanity should unite all mankind in 
one brotherhood. 

"Ah-h — ^so you're coming round, are you? I thought 
we'd find something that would make you wince. If you 
have such reverence for the memory of your wife, you will 
not refuse to save her body from such a resurrection as we 
can give it? Just sign this paper now, that was sent to me 
by Father Antoine, and it will spare you any further tor- 
ment." 

Again the declaration of abjuration was, presented ; but 
he covered his face with his hands as he motioned it away, 
that the wretches around him should not behold the bitter 
struggle that shook his soul. This had been his deepest 
dread ; and his spirit died within him at the thought of that 
sacred form, on which Death had laid his hallowing touch, 
torn from its resting-place, and desecrated by the insults of 
this sacrilegious and unscrupulous set of demons. For a few 
brief moments he felt as if he could renounce every earthly 
duty, every hope in the future, to save her from such indig- 
nity ; but when the first bitterness of the struggle was past 
he resigned himself even to this, and removing his hands 
ixe gazed calmly on the flushed faces before him. 

" Take away your abjuration," he said, in a firm tone ; 
"I will perish by slow torture sooner than sign it. My 
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Father in heaven is ' my defense and roy shield,' and my 
trust shall be in his word, ' though ye persecute and slay 
me/" 

The emotion he had manifested had awakened in his tor- 
mentors the hope that he was about to yield, and embrace 
the doctrines which were enforced in so Christianlike a man- 
ner, and this defiance aroused all their ferocity with renewed 
violence. Some of them proposed to hang him up to the 
wall by his hair, while they used pincers to tear the flesh 
from his body in minute fragments, that the most exquisite 
suffering might be produced; others prepared bundles of 
straw, which they dampened in such a manner as to make ^ 
them bum slowly, that they might suffocate him with the 
fumes of the smoke, while the flame from them would be 
only sufficient to scorch his body. To these Baoul replied, 

" AU in good time, boys ; but for to-night he's had about 
as much of this kind of fun as he can bear. I wouldn't like 
to kill him outright, even at the bidding of the holy Father, 
lest the captain should bring me to an account for it. This 
heretic will be given over to us to do our will with, but not 
just yet. We have had patience with him a long time ; 
don't be in too great a hurry to get rid of him, until we 
have consumed and destroyed every thing belonging to him. 

" For my part, I think we have pretty well done that," 
said a discontented voice. "We have had the best, and 
now the leavings are only to be found ; we had better make 
an end here, and let those above us find some new place for 
us to settle down in and consume, as the locusts of Egypt 
are said to do." 

" You are never satisfied, Etienne," replied Raoul, " but 
are always for changing quarters. I know more than you 
do of the will of our superiors, and you had better do ^as I 
bid you. Go and see if the boys are coming." 

. The dragoon obeyed with a surly mutter, and Eaoul 
turned toward the pallid form that rested helplessly againaj^ 
the wooden frame on which he had been placed. The suf- 
ferings of the two past hours seemed to have added years to 
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the age of M. Lefevre. His features were white and sunk- 
en, and deep, livid circles were around his eyes ; but an un- 
shaken spirit shone from the deep setting of the expressive 
orbs, and his lips were closed with a firmness which showed 
the power of resistance still to be found in that strong soul 
which had not vainly aspired to sustain the cause of his 
Master. He had nerved himself for what was to follow, 
and he was resolute to conceal the anguish of his lacerated 
heart from these ruthless agents of power. 

A few more hours, and in all probability his trials would 
be ended ; and he sought to steel his soul to the insults he 
knew would be offered to the dead, by the thought that the 
spirit was s&fe in heaven, and what mattered it how the poor 
forsaken tenement fared? But human feeling would not thus 
be crushed ; and as he heard feet approaching, vnth that 
sound which indicates the bearing of a heavy burden, every 
step smt^te upon his heart with a vital pang, keener than 
would have been the stab of a da^er. 

A momentary faintness overcame him, and he closed his 
eyes as the terrible pro^jession entered the tower ; but a feel- 
ing he could not repress compelled him to open them again. 
He looked up and beheld his dead wife, held erect before 
him by two soldiers, who swayed the body to and fro, as 
they brutally cried out, 

"Why don't you speak to the old lady, you miseraWe 
heretic ? Don't you see she is bowing to you vnth all her 
might r' 

At a glance Lefevre saw that the shroud was soiled and 
torn in several places, and the pale hands, which clung to- 
gether in that icy embrace which only dissolution may sev- 
er, were scratched as if dragged through the bushes. At this 
sight his fainting soul was roused within him. All the 
strength of his mature manhood seemed to return to him. 
He sprang up, clasped the rigid form to his bre^t with one 
arm, and with the other dealt a sweeping blow to the two 
soldiers, which sent them reeling to the floor. 

They arose with angry execrations, and sprang toward 
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him with cries of fury. A blow on the head deprived Le- 
fevre of consciousness, and but for the interference of Raoul 
they would soon have ended the scene by his murder. With 
a refinement in cruelty, the leader insisted that a respite 
should be afforded the victim to enable him to gather strength 
for new tortures. On the next, and each succeeding day, 
they might renew their persecutions, until, at length, worn 
out with protracted suffering, the hapless man would re-enter 
the Romish Church or yield up an existence that was but a 
torment to him. 

The dragoons listened to his words, and gloated over his 
his promises, with ferocious scowls toward the senseless suf- 
ferer, who was again bound to the frame, with his dead wife 
laid so closely beside him that her cold cheek touched his 
own. A lamp was then so placed as to throw the glare 
upon the still, white face, which wore that ineffable impress 
of calmness and peace stamped upon the features of those 
who die in the serene hope of immortality. Then a fe\^ 
drops of wine were forced between the lips of Lefevre to 
restore him to consciousness, that he might comprehend the 
position in which they left him. 

Certain that the victim, thus secured, could not escape, 
and wearied with their cruel sport, the soldiers then retired 
to their own portion of the chateau and threw themselves 
down to sleep. 

Gradually consciousness returned to M. Lefevre, and he 
unclosed his eyes to behold the face he so loved lying close 
beside his own. He contemplated it tenderly for many mo- 
ments, and then his parched lips unclosed to mutter words 
of endearment. 

" My angel wife, they thought to unnerve xne by placing 
you here. Ah, even in death thou art inexpressibly dear to 
me ! Thy presence is a holy baJm, though it was designed 
as an insult and a horror to me. Oh, love, love can over- 
come death !" 

He struggled to release his hands from confinement, that 
he might restore himself to freedom, but his captois had too 



94 THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 

securely tied him. His efforts seemed only to tighten the 
bonds, already sufficient to produce intense suffering. 

Exhausted by his efforts, he lay still for many moments, 
and delirious fancies began to crowd through his brain. The 
days of his youth passed before him ; the years of his happy 
married life, happy in defiance of the clouded and uncertain 
future, were in fancy lived over again. He imagined his 
living wife beside him, and he poured forth words of vivid 
eloquencey portraying his love for her and for their children ; 
cherished hopes, wild dreams, and unwavering purposes, were 
unfolded. Then, with a sudden revulsion, the whole dreary 
reality came home to him, and with an effort of almost su- 
perhuman strength he loosened the cord that bound his right 
hand to the frame. 

On raising it, M. Lefevre found that he could reach the 
lamp that stood above his head near enough to bum the 
ligament that secured his wrist. Then his hand would be 
free to use. In so doing, the fiame scorched his flesh and 
burned the sleeve of his coat to a crisp, but he held it with 
firm will until the rope was sufficiently charred to be easily 
severed with his teeth. 

The hand and arm were badly blistered, but, in the ex- 
citement of the moment, that was unheeded. He remem- 
bered that in the breast of his coat was a small knife, which, 
if found, would now do him good service. The cords were 
laced across his breast in such a manner as at first to baffie 
him, but renewed effort brought success at last ; and, with a 
feeling of exultation that almost oaused him to shout aloud, 
he succeeded in grasping the little instrument, which, for him, 
might be made to accomplish so much. 

It was but the work of a moment to sever the cords that 
bound him, and once more he stood erect, though it was with 
a whirling brain and tottering limbs. He rubbed 'them to 
renew the impeded circulation, and, as the numbness left 
them, he looked around the room to see what was there 
which could serve the purpose that was rapidly developing 
in his mittd. 
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A bottle half filled with wine, and a loaf of bread, bad 
been accidentally left on the floor near him. ite seized 
them and ate and drank, that strength might return to per- 
form what lay before him. Then he arose, and taking the 
lamp, went cautiously into the deserted rooms which lay 
between the tower and the quarters of the soldiers. All 
was vacant and still, and he closed the last door with care, 
by placing a ponderous iron bar across it to prevent ingress 
from that side. • 

M. Lefevre then returned to the tower, placed the body 
of his wife with tender care upon the rude frame from which 
he removed the cords that had bound himself. He col- 
lected every thing combustible he could find, and built up 
a kind of funeral pyre around her. In this his purpose was 
much facilitated by the bundles of diy hay the dragoons had 
brought for a very different use. This completed, he gath- 
ered up a quantity of the same combustible material and 
again went into the suite of vacant rooms beyond. The hay 
wisps were thrust where they would soonest produce the 
destruction designed by him, and then lighted with as firm 
a hand and unmoved a face as if some festive illumination 
only was intended. 

He paused to witness the success of his efforts, and a wild 
smile of triumph lighted up his. features as he beheld the 
flames curlings around the aged wood-work, and darting in 
vivid flashes from rafter to rafter as if eager to accomplish 
their delegated task. He sternly said, 

^^ Since I and mine can no longer be sheltered beneath 
these walls, they shall not remain as a home for the scoffer 
and oppressor to hold his revels in." 

He passed out again, closing every door behind him, and 
re-entered the tower. He approached the couch, and kneel- 
ing beside it, invoked the lifeless image it contained : 

" A glorious funeral pyre shalt thou have, oh my beloved! 
Only by this means can I save thee from further insult. 
Tliy home is left desolate without thee, oh life of my life ! 
and it is the will of Heaven that it shall perish with thee. 
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Praise be to his name that he has given me the power, ajid 
my right hand the cunning to accomplish this." 

Again he kissed the cold brow and lips. Then, with an 
expression of saddened awe, he arose, lifted the lamp, and 
lighted the pile. Without one backward look at what he 
knew would be so terrible to him, M. Lefevre walked 
straight to the sliding door, passed through, and closed it. 
With unfaltering steps he descended the narrow stairs, nerved 
by a power he. could not comprehend. Deep down in his 
soul lay a feeling of utter desperation and despair, which 
made him almost a mechanical agent in canying out the 
pvffpose of his strong wiU. 

If he could have laid down his life without crime and have 
gone to his award, he would gladly have perished in the 
flames he heard already crackling and roaring behind him. 
But he felt that the work decreed to him was not yet ac- 
complished ; he must live for that, and in his own good time 
the All Father would take him to the enjoyment of that 
" peace which remaineth to the children of God" — ^the peace 
he so longed for, amidst the struggle and turmoil of his un- 
happy lot. 

As M. Lefevre approached the bottom of the stairs he 
extinguished his lamp and moved with caution, lest a sen- 
tinel might be there on watch who might intercept him. 
Just at the outlet the bricks in the interior of the wall had 
mouldered and fallen away, leaving a space barely large 
enough for a man to stand on one side without being detect- 
ed. The fugitive stepped into this, and stood with bent head 
listening for a movement without. Hearing nothing, he was 
about to stoop and creep through the opening, when it was 
suddenly darkened, and a voice said, in a muttering tone, 

" The whole place is ablaze ; and I believe the old heretic 
has been claimed by the devil before his time." 

He scrambled through the opening, brushing unconscious- 
ly by M. Lefevre, who held his breath lest his presence might 
be betrayed. He heard the soldier stumbling up the stairs, 
and lost no time in making his own escape. 
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With a feeling almost of exultation at having baffled his 
enemies, he stepped forth on the greensward with a sense 
of momentary freedom at least. Long Imes of lights from 
the loop-holes in the tower, lit up the forest, and were re* 
fleeted in rippling jets of flame in the waters of the founts 
ain, which cast its spraj in the garden at such an aagle as 
to receive a bright. glare upon it. 

By this lurid illumination M« Lefevre hurried through a 
pathway which he knew led to an eminenoe from which he 
could behold the destruction gf his chateau ; and there was 
a savage pleasure in the thought that the home of his fathers 
would never more be a shelter f<H: the enemies of the faith 
in whose defense he was ready to perish, if such was the 
final decree of Heaven. 

He reached the desired spot: on two sides it was screened 
by low undergrowth, but on that next the burning house 
the sward lay smooth and even, only shadowed by the tall 
forest-trees, whose branches interlaced so high above the 
straight stems that they ofiered little interruption to the 
view. Already the flames were bursting from every win- 
dow ; the tower was wrapped in a billowy cloud of smoke 
and red flakes of fire, that surged and swept around it as if 
greedy of their prey. 

The distant mountain peaks had caught the glow, and 
they too seemed ready to burst into a conflagration which 
might scorch and destroy the hapless valley, so long made 
the scene of cruelties that seemed to call for some signal ret- 
ribution from Heaven. M. Lefevre waved his hand with an 
expression of sombre dignity toward the burning pile, and, 
in tones of deep feeling, said, 

"Forgive me, O Lord, for thou hast said * Vengeance is 
mine, and I will repay ;' but my bursting heart must find 
vent in hard and bitter words. Let thy consuming cnrse 
come upon those men, falsely claiming to be thy ministers 
on earth, who shut out light from the oppressed bearti 
bring desolation where unity and brotherly . lov9 once 
dwelt, and drive forth those who seek to do thy wiD into 

E 
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the wilderness, making their homes a desolation in the 
land." 

At this moment a wilder bnrst of flame shot npward from 
the tower, the smoke rolled partially away, and the roof, 
after sending forth spiral tongues of dazzling brilliancy, fell 
in with a soiling sweep, that took with it a portion of the 
outer wall. 

At this sight the frame of the strong man shrank and 
quivered as if in an ague, and he sat down on the grass 
with cold drops bursting from his brow, while a faint sick- 
ness, as of death, overcame him. It seemed to him that the 
beloved form that went down to nothingness with that crash^ 
must yet have power to feel all the agonies the awfiil wind- 
ing sheet his hand had bestowed upon her could inflict ; and 
the madness of the thought, momentary as it was, inflicted 
a keener pang than all that had gone before. His strength 
completely deserted him, and he wept with almost the hys- 
teric Q^ussion of a woman. 

Those tears relaxed the intense strain of his faculties, and 
saved him from the loss of reason ; for the sufferings of the 
past hours caused the balance of his firm mind to totter fear- 
fully, as he sat thus alone and wretched in the midnight 
forest, and watched the destruction of the walls which had 
once echoed with the happy laughter of his broken house- 
hold. 

The first fierceness of his agony passed away, and he again 
spoke, 

" My son — ^my son, where are you now, that you are not 
here to defend your helpless sister — ^to sustain your old fa- 
ther in this sore strait? Alas! your blood is freely shed in 
the service of that cruel king who thus causes his faithful 
servants to be hunted like wild beasts of the forest." 

At length the soldiers in the chateau seemed aroused to 
a sense of their danger, for wild cries and shouts came at 
intervals on the night breeze. The fire had spread to their 
portion of the building ; but it was then impossible to save 
it. It was as much as those who were aroused in time 
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could do to rescue their drunken comrades from the falling 
ruins. 

With the superstition of the age they readily adopted the 
belief that the crimes of the heretic owner had brought down 
on him the signal vengeance of Heaven, and that flames 
lighted from the Tartarus they believed to be his inevitable 
portion, had been commissioned to do their duty in giving 
him a foretaste of the everlasting torments prepared for 
those who doubt the infallibility of the Mother Church. 
They huddled together, and, with awed faces, watched the 
devastations of the fire, without making any effort to stay 
its progress. 

This belief was fortunate for M. Lefevre, as it prevented 
them from seeking him in the woodland, and gave him a 
chance to escape to the protection of fiiends who might con- 
ceal him imtil he could reclaim his daughter, and join some 
one of the numerous bands of emigrants daily leaving the 
fated land of his birth. That was now his only hope ; and, 
among those expatriated for conscience' sake, he would ex- 
ercise his new vocation as an expounder of the true doc- 
trines taught by the Bible. 

M. Lefevre sat in his retreat and watched each portion 
of the chateau fall in, until the whole became one mass of 
smouldering, glowing ruin. While the conflagration r^^ged 
with greatest violence he beheld what impressed him yet 
more sorrowfully, because, in the excited state of his mind, 
it seemed to him a type of the^'Wrongs that were permitted 
toward his persecuted sect. Many doves built in the eaves 
of the ancient mansion, and when the heat drove them from 
their nests they fluttered around in wild affiight, and then 
mounted high in the air, as if instinctively endeavoring to 
escape from the threatened danger by reaching a purer at- 
mosphere. Blinded by the smoke, and scorched by the 
blasting vapors that poured upward, they circled above 
them— each circle growing narrower and narrower until 
they plunged in the sea of fire and were seen no more. 

''Thus, thus is the spirit of Gk>d quendied in the fires of 
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fanaticism on earth," he murmured ; and covering his face 
with his hands, he leaned against a tree in utter exhaustion. 
The exertions of the past hours had completely overcome 
him, and he felt that he no longer possessed strength to seek 
an asylum, even if he had not shrunk from the thought of 
compromising the few friends he could daim bj asking one 
from them. 

He was frust sinking into that state of apathetic calmness 
which ever succeeds overwrought emotions, when the quick 
tread of approaching footsteps came to his ear. The recol- 
lection of all he had endured that night from the violence 
of the soldiers came back to him, and roused him to the ne* 
oessitj of conceahnent. He cowered behind the underwood, 
and peered anxiously forth to see who approached. 

The d3ring gleams of the conflagration yet lighted up the 
forest with sufficient distinctness to recognize friend or foe^ 
and M. Lefevre beheld Claude Chastain, with disordered dress 
and features set in that fixed white expression which betrays 
the depth of agony struggling in a strong soul. T^ds was 
the first elevation frx>m Tduch Chastain could obtain a dis- 
tinct view of the destruction below, and there was a wild 
tone of anguish in his strained voice as he exclaimed, 

^My God, my God, it is the chateau! My Irene, my 
bride, my love ; oh, what has become of thee 1" 

He would have rushed away, but a sudden dizriness caused 
him to reel as if struck by a &tal blow ; and before he recov- 
ered a pale phantom stood before him, with torn and soordied 
gannents and silvery hair waving in the damp n^ht wind. 

'<M. Lefevre r' he exdaimed, with a rapid glance around, 
** where is your daughter 1 Where, where is Irene — my 
Irene r 

"Gone — torn firom me by those miscreants who wero 
quartered on me." 

Chastain clasped his hands despdringly, and his strong 
frame shook with emotion. He hoarsely said, 

" I must seek her at once. As the wife of a man who is 
considered as one of themselves^ she shall be claimed and 
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restored to me. I muni save her from the power of those 
miscreants, at any risk to myself." 

Lefevre laid his hand upon his arm and arrested him as 
he would have moved away. 

'' Claude, it is many hours since my daughter was torn 
from my side, and I was given over to the ruthless barbarities 
of those who have so long devoured my substance. The ab- 
bot of the Dominicans, I have no doubt, instigated the whole 
proceeding. I believe that my daughter will be protected from 
wrong, as the niece of so coni^cuous a Catholic as the Sieur 
de Montour, and as a hoped-for proselyte in the future. You 
will but ruin yourself by betraying what has occurred to- 
night." 

'^ But it will be base cowardice to fail her, when she has 
every claim both upon my heart and honor," said the young 
man, passionately. 

^^ My son, to serve Irene effectually you must use the wi- 
liness of the serpent, otherwise the result will be that we 
shall all fall into the power of this remorseless priest. I am 
&st sinking, Claude. I have borne as much as my physical 
frame can endure. Can you give me shelter for a few hours 
without drawing suspicion on yourself? Li the mean time, 
if we have frdth, we shall be enlightened as to the best course 
to pursue. God will never forsake his true followers in their 
greatest need." 

Chastain saw that his words were true, and he stifled the 
tumult of emotion r&ging in his own breast to offer assist- 
ance to his old friend. His vigorous arm sustained the fal- 
tering steps of M. Lefevre on their way back to Nismes, and 
from his lips he learned what had occurred since they part- 
ed. With dismay he beheld his well-concerted plan of es- 
cape friistrated by this cruel blow. A few more days and 
Hxe party which he intended joining would be ready to leave 
thdir desolate homes forever, while he must remain to ascer- 
tain the position of his bride and rescue her from the thral- 
dom in which he knew she would be held. 
. In the mean time,, what might not occur to betray his 
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equivocal position and hurl him to destruction ? Yet he 
would do battle to the last : beneath his mask, so long as it 
could honorably be worn ; openly and defiantly, if needs 
must be, for his spirit was not of that craven kind to shrink 
and cower before danger, although he had consented to use 
finesse to avoid it 

After a weary walk they reached Chastain's residence, 
and entered without observation, for the whole town seemed 
buried in sleep, and Claude himself would not have been 
aware of the destruction of the chateau but for a lover-like 
desire to glance toward that quarter where lay the home of 
his beloved before he sought repose. The lurid glare upon 
the sky awakened alarm, and he hurried toward the scene 
to verify his worst fears. 

The dying lamp Chastain had left burning still flickered 
upon the table, and the remnants of food left by the pastor 
were also there. He induced his guest to take a small quan- 
tity of wine, but he could not eat. Eest, oblivion, was all 
M. Lefevre needed, and much as he had to oppress him, the 
worn-out frame would no longer be denied its rights. He 
had no sooner sunk upon the bed than he fell into a sleep so 
deep that it seemed almost like death. 

With a chafed and seething spirit Chastain watched be- 
side him. He prayed for light in the darkness that sur- 
rounded him, but none came. The blighting consciousness 
was forever with him that he was in the grasp of a pow- 
er from which there seemed no present avenue of escape— 
a power as ruthless as death itself, as unscrupulous as to 
the means used to compass its ends as if truth and conscience 
are mere chimeras, of no value among men claiming to mo- 
nopolize the traffic in the mercy of Him who said, " LoVe 
one another." 

When he reflected on the position of his newly-wedded 

bride, the heart of the lover was torn with anguish. like 

M. Lefevre, he had every reason to believe that Irene had 

been snatched from her father's protection to be placed un- 

' der the control of her Bomish relatives. The Sieur de Mon- 
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tour he knew to be among the most bigoted and unscrupu- 
lous of the Catholic gentry, firmly imbued with the tradi- 
tions of the Church, and entertaining the most unbounded 
fidth in her right to bring back seceders from her commun- 
ion by any means. Chastain trembled to think of the meas- 
ures that might be resorted to with her he loved. While 
M. Lefevre sleeps and Claude watches we will bring before 
the reader the past events which had linked the fortunes 
of the two families. 



\ 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Tte family of M. Lefevre bad been landed proprietors for 
many generations. They did not rank among the wealthy 
nobles of the kingdom, nor did their yoimger sons disdain 
Wde as a means of gaining an honorable and respectable 
position in sodety. The eldest son took possession of the 
paternal acres, and was contented with the fortune that had 
sufficed to his father, while the cadet went forth amidst the 
bustling, money-getting world, to win an independence by 
his own energy. 

The sons of the family were generally men of marked 
character; and the name was an honored one among the 
archives of jurisprudence, medicine, literature, and theology 
—especially the last named, as one of the family had been 
a distinguished Beformer even before the voice of the Monk 
of Wittemburg was raised vnth such resistless power as to 
be hearkened to with interest and conviction throughout the 
religious world. 

Two fortunes, accumulated by junior members of the fam- 
ily in the pursuits of commerce, had reverted to the head of 
the house, and acres were added to the paternal inheritance 
until, at the commencement of the persecutions against the 
Huguenots, M. Lefevre ranked among the most conspicuous 
of the dissenting proprietors in his native province for for- 
time as well as for distinguished personal qualities. 

He was one of the first victims marked <^t for spoliation; 
and as no hope was entertained that one of hib ~4ood would 
prove recusant to the faith which had become a sacred in- 
heritance, as well as a firmly-grounded conviction of right, 
the intention from the first was to ruin, crush, and finally 
destroy the representative of those who had so long defied 
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the authority of the dominant Church. The record in the 
secret drawer of D' Aguesseau ran thus : 

"Lefevre. A nest of vipers, to be severely dealt with. 
No hope for the &.ther ; the mother's &.mily Catholic ; ef- 
forts may be made with success to restore the daughter to 
the faith : if intractable, let her feel the foU power of the 
Church; son, an officer of some distinction in the king's 
service ; means must be found to reach him also, either to 
proselyte Nor destroy." 

In the days of M. Lefevre's youth the antipathies between 
the two sects were not so openly betrayed, nor so violent as 
ihey afterward became; and the young heir of the neigh- 
bcMring estate, Bertrand De Montour, found in Victor Le- 
fevre a congenial companion, though each one had been 
educated in the strictest tenets of his own fidth. The two 
young men were too ardent and full of active life to give 
much thought to the great polemical contest that had so 
long agitated the religious world like the slow upheavings 
of the ocean before the storm bursts which is to lash it into 
fuiy. 

To conciliate was the policy of the Huguenots, and th^ 
bore many wrongs in silence, in the vain hope that their 
peaceful demeanor would at least entitle them to toleration. 
At length the spirit of proselyting seemed to receive a new 
impulse among the Komish priesthood, and the confessor 
of young De Montour required him to make strenuous ef- 
forts to bring back his friend to the true fold. It would be 
a signal triumph to claim one of that heretical generation as 
a convert to Romanism, and every inducement that could 
dazzle ihe imagination of the young man was held out to 
him as the reward of success. 

De Montour undertook it with such a result as might 
have been ^iticipated. The strong convictions of Lefevre 
were never for one moment shaken, while his opponent, as 
is ever the case with obstinate and narrow-minded bigots, 
oonfirmed his own belief only more strongly in the dogmas 
that failed to convince his friend. Though oflen controvert- 
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ed by argumeots that he found unanswerable, De Montour 
clung to them only the more tenaciously as a portion of that 
great power which has overshadowed every land in which 
it has reigned supreme as a cloud of darkness and error, 
which demands ignorance or blindness of heart before the 
reason can bow before the asserted infallibility of a system 
of forms, falsehood, and fanatical superstition. 

Baffled himself, it occurred to De Montour that in his 
only sister, who had just returned to her paternal home 
from the convent in which she had been educated, he would 
find an efficient ally ; and he called on her to assist him in 
proselyting his heretical friend. Irene De Montour believed 
herself as firmly grounded in her faith as her brother ; and 
with great zeaJ, though with becoming diffidence, she un- 
dertook the duty assigned her. 

The winning tones and graceful person of the young girl 
fascinated her listener, and he showed a deference for the 
opinions of one he admired so much, which induced her to 
hope for the happiest results. Lefevre, with tact which 
only love teaches, refrained from repl3r]ng to her aiguments 
in such a manner as to discourage her, until he felt assured 
that her heart had become earnestly interested in her effi>rts 
to win him over to that faith which would at once sanction 
their union. 

When he felt, in eveiy thrilling pulse of hi^ heart, that 
this noble and true woman loved him, Lefevre spoke out 
the convictions of his own soul with an eloquence and pow- 
er that would not be denied its meed of success, with one 
endowed with the sensibility to feel, and the inteUect to dis- 
criminate between the true and false. He placed in the 
hands of Mademoiselle De Montour the history of the Popes 
and the Bible. He conjured her to read the lives of those 
men who have claimed to represent God on earth, and then 
compare them with the pure character of the Christian man 
as delineated in the sacred volume. The rest he could 
safely leave to her own dear mind and intuitive perception 
of right. 
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w^ Lefevre was not disappointed in the result 

f^ After many bitter stru^les Irene De Montour abandoned 

, ij^ the faith in which she had been reared ; with all her native 
I ^ candor she avowed her change of faith to her confessor, and 
f ^ before steps could be taken to prevent it, fled with h^ 
' lover and took refuge in Marseilles, with the family of M. 

^ ^ Chastain, a distant connection of the Lefevre family. There 
, 1^ they were united, and remained until the anger of the bride's 
. &mily had sufficiently subsided to render it improbable that 

y any violent proceedings would be instituted against them. 
. . On their return home they were not openly molested, though 
*[! , petty persecutions were constantly directed against them. 
i The family of Madame Lefevre ignored her existence as 
completely as if the grave had dosed over her, and the two 
fiiends no longer recognized each other when they met ; but 
in their own home the husband and wife enjoyed a degree 
'^^ of happiness rarely accorded to domestic life. Their tastes 
^ and opinions were in unison, and they possessed many re« 

sources against the monotony of a country life, surrounded 
by a degree of surveillance that made every event in their 
quiet household known to the Jesuit father who had been 
BO signally baffled, and in place of gaining a proselyte, lost 
one of the most promising of his own flock. 
^^ At his death he bequeathed to the abbot of the Domini- 

cans the charge to avenge the insult offered to the Church ; 
and he had kept a wary eye on Lefevre, ready at the least 
^ Signal of a renewal of open persecution against the Hugue- 

nots, to mark him as a victim for destruction. The coveted 
opportunity at length arrived. P^re la Chaise, the confess- 
or of Louis XIV., persuaded him that his own abounding 
sins could be atoned for by shedding the blood of his Prot- 
estant subjects, on the principle, we suppose, of the sacri- 
fices offered among pagan idolaters in ancient times, in 
which the blood of the innocent was considered as an expi- 
ation for the sins of the guilty. 

The dragonnades were ordered, and a party of dissolute 
ttoldiers were quartered on the family at the chateau, with 
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licence to insult and destroy with' impcmitj. The only 
drawback to the happiness of the fomily had hitherto been 
that their children might be removed from them and placed 
under Romish influence. It had many times been threat- 
^ed ; but some signal interposition of Providence seemed 
to the parents to avert the impending blow just as it was 
ready to fall, and the son and daughter were sufiered to 
grow to maturity beneath the paternal roof. 

Grerauld betrayed such strong military preferences that he 
was at length permitted to follow the bent of his indina- 
tions, and enter the army of the king, which was performing 
brilliant deeds of valor in Flanders. He soon distinguished 
himself; and, in an unusually short space of time, won the 
rank of colonel, through his own gallantry and noble traits 
of character. 

An interval of nearly eight years was between his birth 
and that of Irene, and she grew to womanhood after Grer- 
auld' s departure from his home ; but the brother and sister 
often met during his brief visits to the paternal mansion, 
and a strong attachment united their hearts. 

Among the friends who clung to M. Lefevre, and often 
aided in protecting him from the strong arm of ecclesiastical 
power, was the family of M. Chastain, in whose house his 
xnarriage had taken place. Though members of the Estab- 
lished Church, they were not so bigoted to their creed as 
not to be able to appreciate virtue and integrity in those 
who seceded from it ; and the high estimation in which they 
held the personal qualities of Lefevre and his vdfe, caused a 
permanent friendship to be established between them. An 
annual visit on each side kept alive these feelings : a portion 
of every winter was spent with their friends in Marsdlles, 
and they, in their turn, enlivented the solitude of the coun- 
try during the bright months of summer. 

M. Chastain and his wife were advanced in life, with but 
one son, the child of their old age ; and from boyhood Claude 
had shown a marked preference for the quiet little Irene, 
who was half afrfdd pf him and his wild pranks, though she 
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loved him with all her«heart. The children grew to matu- 
rity, and the parents of Chastain were gathered to their fa^ 
thers just before the storm of persecution burst upon the 
doom^ vallej in which the fortunes of the Lefevre family 
were <»st. 

Claude, at the demise of his parents, found himself the 
heir to a small property, which he wished to increase for 
the sake of his young betrothed. He had been educated to 
fill the position, of an advocate, in anticipation of idling heir 
to a maternal uncle engaged in th^t profession in Nismes. 
Thither he removed, and entered the office of his relative, 
who lived barely long enough to initiate his successor into 
the business he was to follow. 

During the life of his parents Chastain*s friends had re- 
fi*ained from seeking to influence his religious opinions ; but 
afler they had passed from the scene, and Claude openly 
asked permission to win their cherished daughter for his 
bride, M. Lefevre and his wife made it a condition of their 
consent that he should examine the points on which their 
faith differed ; for they could never give Irene to him while 
so wide a gulf separated them in a matter of such vital im- 
portance. It would be better to break the ties of affection 
that united them, than permit a union in which the most 
momentous of aU interests must inevitably become a source 
of unhappiness, if not of ultimate discord. ^ 

Fearing that his attachment to Irene unduly influenced 
him, Chastain for a long time resisted the convictions of his 
own judgment. He diligently examined every argument 
&>r or against the different sides of the question; and at 
length almost reluctantly confessed that truth and right were 
with the Huguenots. Just as this conviction came to him, 
it became dangerous not only to the person who renounced 
the Homish faith to do so openly, but those who were sus- 
pected of being instrumental in his conversion were liable 
to the severest penalties. 

Only to his friend at the chateau did Chastain dare to 
avow the change in his opinions ; but with his characteris- 
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tic energy he immediately set about preparing to seek a 
home in some land where freedom to worship God accord- 
ing to his own conscience should at least be the heritage of 
every man. 

In the mean time, the outrages which preceded the revo- 
cation of the Edict of Nantes filled the whole land with 
suffering and horror. Ingenuity was tortured to invent 
new modes of punishment for the hapless Huguenots, and 
crimes were daily and hourly perpetrated in the jiame of 
Beligion which humanity shudde];^ even at this distant day 
to imagine. Indignity and outrage dwelt in the household 
of Lefevre, and the family were driven to take refuge in the 
tower where we first beheld them. The health of Madame 
Lefevre slowly failed as misfortune darkened around her 
oppressed husband; and finally the sorely-tried spirit was 
summoned to its reward. 

Chastain sat through the weary hours in a fever of im- 
patience and doubt; his excited imagination following the 
helpless girl who had been torn from her father, yet com- 
pelled to curb the impulse which prompted him to seek her 
at all hazards to himself. Then the sickening conviction 
came to him, that by so doing he would only deprive him- 
self of every chance of rescuing her, and bring down the 
vengeance of the all-powerful ecclesiastics upon himself. 
Any premature movement which betrayed his exact posi- 
tion would cause him to be thrown into a dungeon, whence 
he might never again emerge to the light of day. Such 
things were of daily occurrence, and should his secession 
from the faith of his fathers become known to the priests, 
he was well aware that no mercy would be shown him. 

Thus compelled to inaction, when every indignant pulse 
in his frame throbbed almost to madness at the position in 
which he found himself, poor Claude suffered more in those 
few hours of uncertainty than even amidst the subsequent 
dangers that encompassed him. 



CHAPTER Vni. 

When Mademoiselle Lefevre was borne from the tower, 
she was taken, in a half insensible state, to the garden of the 
chateau, and placed on a rustic seat beside the fountain. A 
few drops of water £ro(a the cool spray soon restored to her 
the power of vivid thought and intense apprehension ; but 
she had been trained in a school of suffering which had 
taught her a wonderful power of self-control. 

When Irene recovered from the faintness which had over- 
come her in the first moment of alarm, her faculties were 
collected and ready for use in the emergency in which she 
was placed. She unclosed her eyes and looked around. A 
dragoon stood in front of her in a respectful attitude, though 
by the dim light of the stars she could not recognize his 
features. She endeavored to steady her voice as she asked, 

" Who are you t and what is your purpose in thus tear- 
ing me from my unhappy father f 

'^ Mademoiselle,* I but obey orders ; but you need have no 
fear of me. By this light you can not see my face, but the 
tones of my voice may perhaps be remembered, and give 
you an assurance of safety so long as I am your protector." 

^' Ah ! it is M. Ammonet who speaks to me. Tell me 
why I am thus separated from my father, and what is the 
purpose of those who thus ill-treat us." 

" Their purpose, mademoiselle, is avowed daily and hour- 
ly," he replied, with sarcastic emphasis ; " It is to win back 
souls to the true faith. I am a son of holy Mother Church, 
but I am still a man ; and to-night, when the orders came 
from the priest to use more stringent measures with your 
father, when I found . that you were to be separated from 
him, I volunteered to join those selected to perform the serv- 
ice, that I might be of some use to you. It was I who tore 
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you from the arms of M. Lefeyre, but it was to save you 
from the grasp of others ready to do the same. After 1 
left the tower this eveniog a message came to me from Cap- 
tain Delmont, saying to me that he would be here before 
midnight to escort you tp the protection of your uncle, the 
Sieur de Montour, and, if possible, he wished to obtain a 
private interview between you and himself before your de- 
parture. He named this spot as the place of rendezvous, 
and I have brought you hither to meet one who has both 
the will and the power to protect yow." 

Irene sighed heavily as she thought of the price which 
was expected in return for this protection, but her thoughts 
quickly reverted from herself to her beloved father, and she 
earnestly pleaded, 

" Befriend my father, Ammonet. He is inflexible in his 
belief. They will gain no concessions from him by severity. 
Oh, for the sake of the God in whom we both believe, save 
this poor old man from the barbarities of your comrades." 

" I will do all. I dare to attempt, mademoiselle," he eva- 
sively replied, as he bowed and stepped backward, making a 
military salute as he did so to a figure that came through 
the garden with rapid steps. 

Irene arose and stood before the new-comer with a heart 
trembling with fear and emotion, but with an air of outward 
calmness that gave dignity to the expression of her form. 
His first impulse was to seize her hand and press it to his 
lips, but a glance toward her checked the familiarity. He 
hastily said, 

" You may retire, Ammonet. Take your station at th^ 
upper end of this walk and see that no interruption comes 
from that quarter." 

The soldier bowed low and hastened to the spat indicated, 
while Irene summoned all her courage, and steadying her 
voice with great effort, said, 

" Captain Delmont, these men who have so long dwelt in 
the chateau are under your command. A party of them now 
practice their fanatical fury upon my beloved father. You 
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can save him fix>m their indignities, and restore me to his 
arms. I ask it of you ; nay, I implore it as the greatest 
£blyot you can bestow upon me." 

^^Alas ! Mademoiselle Irene, you greatly overrate my pow- 
er. I am but a subordinate, bound to obey orders or lose 
caste, perhaps life itself, if my disobedience were known to 
favor one of M. Lefevre's faith. I am sent hither to-night 
to* remove you to the protection of your undie, and I have 
with difficulty snatched a few moments of uninterrupted 
conversation with you, to show you that the safety of your 
father as well as your own depends upon yourself" , 

" How ?" she eagerly asked. "Any thing I can do— any 
thing, in reason — ^yet why do I speak thust" she de^ond- 
ingly added ; " the conditions will be impossible to grant, I 
know full welL" 

" I hope not, I trust not, Irene," said Delmont, drawing 
nearer to her and taking her cold hand in his own, which 
he clasped so firmly as to evade her efibrts to withdraw it. 
<^ Consent to give me this precious little hand, which I have 
so long coveted, and all shall be well with you and yours. 
Go with me to mass, and you shall be restored to your father 
at once, while the priests shall be b^uiled into the belief 
that you are winning him over to the Church." 

He paused as if for a reply, and Irene endeavored forcibly 
to withdraw her hand as she said, 

"Did I not say that the terms would be impossible to 
fulfill ? Captain Delmont, I repeat again what I have be- 
fi>re said, I can not become your wife, still less can I per- 
form the part of a recreant to the faith in which I have 
been reared. It is a subject of vital interest to me, and my 
religious belief may not be cast aside as loosely as a worn- 
out garment." 

"Mademoiselle, you can not be aware of the exact posi- 
tion in whieH you are placed," replied Delmont, with earnest 
tenderness expressed in the tones of his voice. " The re- 
sources of your &ther are exhausted. The little forbearance 
whi<^ I have been able to obtain for him is ended. His 
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property has passed, by purchase, into mj possession, and no 
hope remains either to yon or him except through your 
union with myself. Irene, I offer to restore to you all you 
have lost — position, home, friends. Yes, the home of your 
childhood shall be yours, your &ther shall be protected from 
his enemies, if you will only become my wife." 

"And what then becomes of the claims of my brother!" 
she asked. " His services to the state should at least pro- 
tect his right to the poor remnant of his father's properly. 
You mistake me sadly if you suppose I would supplant 
him in his just rights, even if it were possible for me to 
do so." 

"And why is it not possible, Irene 1 Your will alone de- 
crees that it shall not be so. The king can find other meth- 
ods of compensating your brother, and means shall be found 
to befriend him eflfectually if you will only link your fate 
with mine. My family have power, and I pledge myself that 
it shall be exerted in his behalf." 

He stopped and awaited her reply. It came in a low, de- 
cided voice, which fell coldly on his heart. 

" Captain Delmont, will you never understand that our 
fates can not be united? It is painful to me to be so often 
forced to repeat this. Let me return to my poor suffering 
father, and by my presence protect him, if possible, from his 
tormentors." 

Irene would have moved forward, but he arrested her, and 
with his strong arms vnthheld her from advancing. 

"Mon Dieu! would you rush on destruction, mademoi- 
selle *? No ; scorn me as you will, proud girl, you shall not 
return to yonder tower, where brute force holds its revels. 
There your fether suffers, yet you refuse to rescue him. His 
gray hairs in vain appeal to you for mercy." 

At these words the soul of Irene, which strong effort had 
hitherto sustained, grew sick and faint within her, and had 
she been free to choose, she would without hesitation have 
sacrificed herself to rescue from suffering the father she so 
loved and reverenced. The recollection of the tie which 
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bound her to Claude Chastain came to save her £rom the 
momentary weakness. She faltered, 

" You can save him — ^your heart is not yet hardened to 
wretchedness. Oh ! if one spark of mercy yet lingers there, 
I implore you to save my noble, my true-hearted father from 
the demons who are now probably torturing him." 

^' It is as much as my own safety is worth to interfere, 
unless I can carry to the abbot the assurance that you, as 
my wife, will renounce your heretical belief. Do not call 
me hard of heart, mademoiselle, when you see that the de- 
cision rests with yourself alone." 

At this juncture the strength which had sustained Irene 
seemed at once to desert her ; so long as tmy hope remained 
that she could influence Delmont to rescue her father she 
commanded her trembling nerves, and they obeyed the strong 
force of her will ; but so soon as she felt how irrevocable 
was his intention to afford no assistance, except as the price 
of that hand which already belonged to another, she sank 
at once into a state of physical prostration that seemed al- 
most like death. 

Her form drooped forwArd, and would have fallen, had 
not Delmont sustained her. Touched by her suffering, in 
spite of the bitter feeling her rejection had stirred in his 
heart, ^e bathed her face with water from the fountain, and 
waited patiently until she recovered sufficiently to v^alk. 
He then said, 

"We must leave this place, mademoiselle. My orders 
are positive to take you to the Chateau de Montour before 
midnight. I have already wasted too much time in en- 
deavoring to convince you that the love of an honest heart 
is better than the cell of the ascetic, to which your unde 
will doubtless condemn you, until your recantation is ob- 
tained. Mine, at least, would have been the easiest route 
to Rome." 

" And must I indeed go without one word with my fath- 
er? Let me see him once more, if it is only for a single 
brief moment. I would bid him adieu, until we meet in 
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that better land where ' the wicked cease firom troubling 
and the weary are at rest.' " 

<< It is impossible, mademoiselle ; jou can not return to 
the tower. I must use the authority del^ated to me, to 
remove jou where you will be safe. If you knew as much 
as I unhappily do, you would at least feel gratitude toward 
me for refusing your request." 

Captain Delmont, without pausing for a reply, summoned 
Ammonet to his side by a shrill whistle ; after receiTing a 
brief order, the dragoon hurried toward the lower end of the 
garden, from which a gate in the wall opened on the country 
beyond. More slowly his commander followed him, accom- 
panied by Mademoiselle Lefevre. Irene wrung her hands 
in anguish, and many times she paused and looked back on 
the beloved home she was leaving. She tried in imagina^ 
tion to pierce the tower walls, and behold what was pass- 
ing within them ; familiar with tales of the cruelties per- 
petrated upon the hapless followers of her faith, her £Emcy 
pictured horrors which far exceeded even the reality of what 
was enacted there. When they reached the gate, she 
stopped, and facing Delmont, a^ed, 

^^ Is it the purpose of those wretches to torture my father 
to death r 

^<Not quite yet. In that event the' inquisitors will be 
disappointed of their prey. They will only give him a fore- 
taste of what must be expected, if he proves obstinate." 

" And you, who profess to love me, to respect and admire 
him, refuse to protect him against these outrages," she bit- 
terly said. 

<' On the contrary, mademoiselle, it is you who can save 
him, and yet refuse to do so. Speak the word now, and I 
will retmn to rescue him, even at the risk of mf own life." 

"I can not — ^I dare not," she mournfully replied, and 
Delmont drew her outside of the gate and closed it. 

A few paces irom the wall Ammonet held two horses, 
one of which was caparisoned for a lady; and in the back- 
ground, mingled with the darker shadows of the forest, four 
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mounted dragoons sat immovable on their steeds. Irene 
was lifted to the saddle, Delmont vaulted into his own, and 
seizing the bridle rein of the young lady, the cortege started 
at a quick pace through the woodland. 

At the moment of departure Irene uttered a few words 
of appeal to Ammonet in behalf of her father ; but Delmont 
bent down toward him, and whispered, 

"Beware how^ou interfere with them. D'Aguesseau 
and Father Antoine will find means to punish you for so 
.doing." 

Thus warned, Ammonet did not venture near the tower, 
lest his prudence might be overcome by what. he should wit- 
ness there. He wandered into the forest as far as possible 
from the scene of diablery passing there, and lying down 
under a tree, was soon sleeping soundly, in spite of his sym- 
pathy for the sufferings of M. Lefevre and his daughter. 

Li the mean time, Delmont and his party pursued a wind- 
ing road through the forest for several miles ; then they be- 
gan to ascend a broken and picturesque road, hemmed in 
on either side by abrupt cliffs, from which swayed lichens 
and such clinging plants as can find sustenance in the 
crevices of rocks. The ascent continued for more than an 
hour, when suddenly they emeiged from a narrow defile into 
A valley containing several hundred acres of fertile and cul- 
tivated land, ^rdled by mountain peaks, that arose in the 
dear air of night as an uneven wall of granite. On the 
eastern side there was a rift in the hills ; and a sheer preci- 
pice of many hundred feet lay beneath the walls of an old 
feudal residence built upon its edge. This was the Chateau 
de Montour, which had been the inheritance of that family 
since the days of the crusades. 

The more antique portion of the building seemed crum- 
bling to decay ; but, like other proprietors, the lords of Mon- 
tour had added such accommodations to the original pile as 
each successive generation deemed needful, and such state 
as the times afforded waa found within its ancient walls. 
Trees and shrubbery, trimmed after the &shion of the times. 
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grew around the modem portion, and from a single window 
gleamed a light. 

The party was evidently expected; for no sooner had 
they reined up their horses in front of the massive entrance 
than the door swung noiselessly open, and a man bearing 
a lamp in his hand appeared. Each one seemed to under^ 
stand what was to be done, for in silence the dragoons dis- 
mounted, and Delmont lifted Irene froQi her saddle in a 
state of mental and physical exhaustion which made her 
almost reckless of what was to follow this outrage on her 
liberty of action. 

At a sign from the domestic Delmont carried her in his 
arms into the wide hall hung with trophies from the chase. 
Passing through that, they entered a long passage leading to 
an apartment situated in an angle of the chateau that over- 
hung the precipice above which it was built. 

A narrow, hard couch stood against the wall, and on this 
Delmont placed the half-insensible girl. The door was bare, 
and the rough walls had no hangings to conceal their jag- 
ged surface. In one comer stood a prie-dieti, with an im- 
age of Christ above it ; and on a table by the head of the 
bed was a pitcher of water and a few barley cakes. A 
low seat, without back or arms, completed the furniture. 

Such was the apartment the Sieur De Montour had or- 
dered to be prepared for his niece, that from its external 
appearance she might augur the rigor of the captivity into 
which she had fallen, and his determination to pursue no 
half measures in bringing her over to the Romish faith. 

Delmont whispered a few lover-like phrases in her ear, 
but she lay white and passive, apparently unconscious of 
their import. The attendant offered her water, which she 
eagerly drank, and then motioned them to leave her alone. 

The two went out, and Irene heard the grating of the 
key in the lock, and felt that she was a prisoner. The wa- 
ter revived her, and an intense feeling of restlessness awoke 
within her. Althoughx her wearied frame craved repose, 
she could not lie upon the couch. She arose and looked 
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out on the calm night. The window commanded a wide 
panorama, to which the rift in the hills opened a view; and 
she knew that she looked down into the'vallej in which her 
home lay, for every nook at De Montour was &miliar to 
her from the oft-repeated descriptions of her mother. 

Irene gazed wistfully toward the point where the roof 
that had sheltered her youth was to be found, and her vision 
vainly tried to pierce the dark shadows that enveloped that 
beloved spot. She prayed fervently for him who lay there 
helpless, and at the mercy of the wretches commissioned to 
torture him. 

Suddenly a red gleam shot upward, followed by another, 
and another; and the appalling conviction came to her that 
the Chateau Lefevre was in flames. How Irene passed the 
remainder of that wretched night she never knew. In the 
morning she was found insensible on her miserable pallet. 



CHAPTER IX. 

In a small cottage in the outskirts of Nismes dwelt two 
ladies who lived entirely sednded from those around them. 
They were mother and daughter; and their household con- 
sisted of themselves and an old female servant, who had ac* 
companied them to their new home only a few weeks be- 
fore their introduction to the reader. 

The building they occupied was very humble; it con- 
tained but three small rooms, so damp that the mildewed 
hangings were falling from its walls ; yet even to this deso- 
late abode the influence of refinement and taste had impart- 
ed a halntable appearance. The few articles of fmniture 
were judiciously arranged, and kept with scrupulous neat- 
ness ; and on the tables and in the windows vases of com- 
mon field-flowers, which were collected by the younger lady 
in her daily rambles, were arranged vnth almost artistic 
skiU. 

A few books occupied a shelf on one side, which were 
evidently preserved with great care. The larger apartment 
opened on the small yard in front of the cottage, and on the 
morning after the eventful night through which we have 
just passed, Madame Altenberg and her daughter sat in 
that room over their nearly untasted breakfast. 

The elder lady seemed past middle age, though care, 
more than years, had stamped deep lines upon her face. 
She did not seem one to struggle with patient dignity 
against the misfortunes of her lot ; but with irritable fret- 
fulness rendered them more difiicult to bear herself^ and a 
source of unspeakable annoyance to those around her. She 
lacked that spirit of endurance which to noble natures 
comes as an ally when Hope itself has almost faded from 
the soul. 
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Neither tea nor coffee were found upon the humble board, 
for thej were luxuries by no means common in those days, 
and &r beyond the slender means of the widow and her 
daughter. A cup of sweetened water stood beside the plate 
of each ; and Madame Altenberg sipped hers with an ex- 
pression of disgust, while she watched her daughter partake 
of her own with an air of abstraction that plainly showed 
she was not thinking in the least of its quality. 

Eugenia Altenbei^ did not resemble her mother; the 
Saxon blood of her father's race glowed beneath her pearly 
skin, and betrayed itself in the golden tinge of her brown 
tresses. From her Celtic mother she derived her dark and 
dearly-defined eyebrows, and her large hazel eyes, with their 
drooping and heavily-fringed lids; yet their expression was 
so different from those of Madame Altenberg, that they 
scarcely seemed a legacy from her. An earnest and trust* 
ing soul beamed from their clear depths ; and although she 
might shrink, as a tender woman, from the approach of 
suffering, they revealed a latent strength which would be 
developed by the necessity for its use. Her features were 
fer from being perfectly regular, but the freshness of early 
youth, and the air of innocence and candor that character- 
ized them, rendered her face extremely attractive. Her 
%ure was petite and graceful, combining lightness and ease 
of motion with a rounded and beautiful development of 
person. 

The deep mourning in which she was attired harmonized 
charmingly with the rosy fairness of her complexion and her 
radiant hair. Her mother looked at her several moments in 
silence, and then said, in a querulous tone, 

"What can you be thinking of, Eugenia? Your eye 
wanders through the window, and you sip that odious eau 
siicree as if it was nectar. Tm sure I can scarcely manage 
to drink mine at all, the sugar is so wretched in comparison 
with that to which I have been accustomed." 

Eugenia glanced quickly toward her mother, and she re- 
plied, in a tone of sympathy, v 

F 
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<< I am Sony it is not pleasant to you, mother ; bat really 
I was so occupied with the thought of what may occur to- 
day, that I was not thinking of my break&st in the least. 
M. Chastain presented our petitions to the Ihtendant and 
the abbot of the Dominicans yesterday, and this morning 
he expected to learn if any hope exists of making good oar 
claim." 

^^ If there was a shadow of justice in the land there would 
be no doabt about it. I am a good Catholic, and so was 
the cou^ who bequeathed this money to your poor father. 
By every law of right it belongs to us ; but might is right 
in these days in this persecuted country." 

"Mother," remonstrated the young girl, "pray do not 
speak so imprudently ; your words might be overheard and 
bring us into trouble. These are times in which too much 
caution can not be observed, and we surely have already 
suffered enough to learn discretion ;" and her cheek grew 
pale as she recalled their painful experience in their coun- 
try home, where the father she loved had perifihed beneath 
the slow tortures of hopeless ruin and hourly insult. 

Of his valuable estate a few hundred francs had with dif- 
ficulty been saved to the wife and daughter, and these were 
already nearly expended, miserably as they lived, eince they 
came to Nismes to prosecute a clidm which would probably 
be denied them. 

Madame Altenberg was irritated at the words of her 
daughter. She peevishly said, 

"Must one never speak out their thoughts then? I am 
sure I have kept mine down until I sometimes think they 
wiU make me quite mad if I do not speak of my wrongs. 
Fve su^red as much as if I did not belong to the true faith. 
I might just as well have been a Huguenot myself, for I have 
had as much to bear as any of them.'' 

"That IB quite true, mother; but you bore it for the 
sake of him that is gone, and you will not now repine over 
what is irrevocably past," said Eugenia, soflbly. 

" But it's not over, child — the worst of it is with us now; 
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for we once hieid a home and' resources, even if the dragoons 
were quartered with us ; and now when jour fiither, who 
was the only one in fault, is dead and gone, his widow and 
dtdld, who are good Catholics, are ignominious^ turned out 
on the world to starve. If our petition is denied, if they re- 
fuse to legitimate you, we have no resource beyond the few 
francs that remain in my purse, and what is to become of 
us God only knows." 

Eugenia arose ; her face flushed, her form seemed to di- 
late with indignant emotion as she repeated, 

^^ Legitimate me! me! the child of parents united by a 
man holy in the sight of God, whose gaitnents half ^e su<v 
cessors of St. Peter were unworthy ever to touch. Thank 
Heaven I that m the opinion of all noble and true hewts I 
am free frK)m that stain at least." 

"Well, yes. That's true enough," was the fistful re- 
sponse ; " but the law required something more to enable 
you to daim your fortune, and that is the most important 
point j ust now. If we get this money, Eugenia, I will leave 
France. I will seek your father's relatives in Germany ; 
they can give us the protection two lonely women need." 

A bright flush gleamed for a moment on the cheek of the 
girl, and afler a brief pause, she said : 

" Were the choice mine, I would seek a home beyond the 
Atlantic, far, far away from the religious strife which has 
made my life miserable. I would go where those who come 
afrer us may have freedom to act as they please in this most 
important of all earthly considerations." 

" Go among savage^ and wild beasts to escape religious per- 
secution !" exclaimed her mother, contemptuously. " That 
would indeed be making a flne exchange ! l^or that bright 
idea you are indebted to Gerauld Lef^vre, I presume. By- 
the-way, when did you hear from him last, Eugenia f 

" It is a long, long time," sighed the young lady. " Let- 
ters are so long coming from Flanders, and half he writes 
never reach their destination at all." 

<^ So mudi the better in this case, for now all that must 
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come to an end. If your preference for Colonel Lefevre 
were even suspected, the legacy would never be permitted to 
come into your possession." 

Eugenia gazed on her mother with dilating eyes; she 
slowly said, 

<<I believe you are right, mother, though you express 
yourself strangely. But the day may come when freedom 
of action will be mine ; then I may, without prejudice to 
my interest or those of any other person, reward the faith- 
ful attachment of Grerauld." 

<^ Then the heiress of half a million will be no match for 
this poor officer, for his father, like your own, is ruined by 
the dragonnade ; besides, you are not of the same feith, 
and the law forbidding the union of Catholics and Ftotest- 
ants is more stringent than when I married your father." 

Eugenia's eyes regarded her mother with an expression 
of serious earnestness ; those of the elder lady drooped be* 
neath the mute question they asked, and she continued in a 
lower tone, 

^^ I know that you are not very tenacious in your religious 
belief, Eugenia, for you were not educated in the strict tenets 
of the Church ; but if you allow that to be supected, I could 
never forgive it. It would ruin our cause, and break my 
heart." 

The young girl sighed heavily, and her head drooped 
slightly forward as she said, 

" I would that I had been rigidly educated either in one 
£a,ith or the other. My dear father suffered so much for his 
own belief that he feared to influence my mind entirely in 
its fevor; while you and your confessor biased my affec- 
tions toward your own Church sufficiently to leave me in 
that unhappy condition, a mind halting between two opin- 
ions. Gerauld Lefevre would have turned the scale in favor 
of the Huguenots, but I refused to be influenced by him. I 
am nominally a Catholic, mother, and both interest and 
filial afiection bid me ding to that Church ; but I warn 
you that my doubts must be satisfied ; and should the right 
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be with the other ade, I will do as my father did — avow my 
true belief in spite of the persecutions that may await me. 
On the other hand, I promise you that, if I find yours to be 
the true faith, I will relinquish my Protestant lover. After 
the unhappiness from this cause that I have witnessed in 
pur home, I will never unite myself with one whose relig- 
ious bdief is different from my own. Hand in hand must I 
walk the shining path that leads to life everlasting with him 
I may choose as Uie partner of my life." 

'^ Amen ! Benedidte, my daughters," said a voice which 
sounded startlingly near. Looking around, the two beheld 
the abbot standing in the doorway with his hands clasped 
meekly on his breast. 

Madame^ Altenberg arose precipitately and advanced to 
offer him a welcome to her abode, though she was in a 
tumult of fear lest the conversation which had just taken 
place had been overheard by him. 

"Holy Father, you are welcome to our humble home; 
may I ask which one of the brotherhood I have the honor 
to receive*?" 

" Among those who regard me as a friend I am called 
Father Antoine. Those who r^ard the prestige of worldly 
honor salute me as the abbot of the Dominicans. In both 
characters have I sought an interview this morning with 
yourself and your daughter." 

As he spoke, he advanced into the apartment and took 
the hand of Eugenia in his own ; she bent her head rever- 
ently before him, though a feeling of repulsion, which she 
vainly strove to conquer, caused her inwardly to recoil from 
him. The single glance she had cast on that. cold, proud 
face filled her with dread ; for in its stem lines she read 
cruelty, inflexibility, and love of power. The abbot, on his 
side, gazed upon the fair face that changed color beneath 
his glance with more human emotion than was usual with 
him. 

Mademoiselle Altenberg seemed to him to be a strange 
blending of the two pictures he had invoked on the precede 
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ing ni^ ; and he marreled if the heroic sonl of either Muv 
iam or the daughter of Jephthah was to be found in the 
graceful form before him, which looked too fair and tender 
to be a fitting temple for any other than 6oft and feminine 
emotions. The thought passed through his mind, 

" TTie mother I can wind around my finger — she is easily 
read ; but the daoghter requires study and managenient.'* 

His spoken words were,' 

" Has my young daughter no welcome greeting for him 
lirho is drawn Mther by the hope of serving her f * 

Eugeoia looked up, and her eye met the insidious glance 
that rested on her. She became deathly pale, for she intu- 
itively felt that &om that moment a power of evil had en- 
compassed her fiite, from which she was incapable of freeing 
herself. She £altered, 

'^Pardon me. Father; but this unexpected honor has so 
taken me by surprise, that I quite lack words to express 
myself." 

^^Do not then look like a frightened dove at the approach 
of a hawk, mademoiselle, for I assure you that I have the 
kindest intentions both toward you and your lady mother. 
She has already suffered more misfortunes than should have 
been permitted to befall a daughter of holy Mother Church, 
and I must now seek to repay her." 

" Yes, indeed," chimed in Madame Altenberg, putting her 
handkerchief to her eyes, " my Lord Abbot may weH say 
that $ but if he will deign to help us out of our present dif- 
ficulties, I shall be repaid for them all. Eugaiia, my dear, 
place a seat for the abbot." 

Her daughter obeyed her ; and, after waving them to^be 
deated also, the priest gravely said, 

^ My title is only worn on state occasions. It is my will 
to be known, in private visitations, only as Father Antoine ; 
therefore, I pray you, address me thus, that I may feel as 
if fiiendly relations are at once established between us; for 
I have much to say which concerns your interests, both tem- 
poral and eternal" 
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" We hearken, holy Father, to the words of your wisdom 
and kindness. Proceed, I beg, that we may learn to aj^re- 
date them still more highly." 

Thus solicited, afler a few 4noments of reflection, the 
priest glanced keenly at Madame Altenberg, as he said, 

^'Daughter, you have not so far failed in your duty to 
your own £uth as to permit the young soul confided to your 
care to become tainted with the accursed heresies that are 
unblushingly proclaimed in the li^t of day? What of the 
allegiance of this young pilgrim to the only Church wherein 
the soul may be saved, to enter into the joys of Paradise?" 

^< My daughter has been reared a Catholic^ Father," fal- 
tered the mother. ^^ She has regularly attended the worship 
of the Church, and received instruction from the confessor 
my husband permitted to visit our chateau for that purpose, 
though he himself, as you are aware, was a Huguenot." 

^^ A wonderful stretch of liberality, truly, from one who 
had lost his hold on the only true anchor, and drifted about 
at the mercy of any wild doctrine," sneered the priest, for- 
getful, for a moment, of the politic manner he had intended 
to assume throughout the interview. 

The clear, steady voice of Eugenia arose in reply. 

^^ You are mistaken, my lord. My father died a martyr 
to his consistent and unwavering belief in the doctrines 
which had been instilled into his mind in boyhood. I, his 
only child, can not sit by and hear him thus lightly spoken 
of." 

^^ Pardon me, mademoiselle; I honor your filial piety, 
and I appreciate in your fii.ther the worldly wisdom which 
permitted you to be reared in such a manner as to escape 
the anger of the ecclesiastical institution, whose power he 
so heavily felt upon his own fortunes. Let me hear from 
your own lips, mademoiselle, the confirmation of what your 
mother has asserted. It is necessary to the good under- 
standing I wish to establish between ns." 

Eugenia seemed greatly agitated; her lips trembled, and 
for some moments refused to speak. At length she replied, 
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'^I am a Catholic, Father Antoine. My mother has in- 
formed jou that as such I was reared ; why, then, should 
you doubt my orthodoxy *?" 

<< I am not to blame, mademoiselle, if your manner in- 
spires doubt. A true believer does not hesitate thus when 
proclai m ing her faith. I greatly fear, daughter, that the 
information we have received of yourself is only too true." 

She looked up in surprise, while Madame Altenberg's 
heart beat with many painfiil fears for what was to follow. 
She asked^ 

''What can you have heard, Father! My daughter is 
yet too young to have any decided opinions of her own, and 
hence her uncertain manner." 

The priest dryly responded, 

'' Those who, in times such as these, aspire to make good 
their claim to a lai^e sum of money, must expect their his- 
tory and exact position to be inquired into. Yours, as con- 
nected with that of a heretic, has long been familiar to me; 
and now, when your daughter should be able to make good 
her claim without an intruding doubt as to the ultimate 
use of this fortune, grave objections arise in the minds of 
the orthodox as to whether we will not be giving the ^ews 
of war to our enemies in permitting her to obtain possession 
of her inheritance." 

As he proceeded the manner of the speaker became severe, 
and his brow frowning. Although very much alarmed, Ma- 
dame Altenberg summoned courage to reply, 

''My life, my Lord Abbot, has been a stru^le against 
the circumstances that surrounded me. In early youth I 
married a Huguenot because I loved him, without giving a 
thought to the contlicting opinions that must come in play 
if we had children to educate. Fortunately we had but one, 
and my husband and I agreed to have her instructed in such 
a manner as to enable her at years of maturity to choose her 
own belief. That she now avows herself a Catholic seems 
to me aQ that should be necessary to entitle her to such fa- 
vors as it may be in the power of the Church to bestow." 
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^' Fairly argued, madame, if, in the present instance, the 
inducement to keep up an outward show of conformity were 
not so great. Both M. Altenberg and yourself knew that 
only as a Catholic would your daughter be permitted to 
heir his estate ; and the power to claim the inheritance be* 
queathed by his kinsman can, imder the existing laws, only 
be obtained by an act of special grace toward her as a true 
believer. We want no wolves in sheep's clothing in the 
fold ; and I came hither to ascertain beyond a doubt what 
are the true sentiments of Mademoiselle Altenberg. I wish 
her to speak for herself, for something in her face tells me 
that she will speak only the truth." 

Thus appealed to, Eugenia nerved her spirit to avow the 
unsettled state of her mind, let the result be what it might 
to herself or her fortunes. She had that in her nature which 
made her recoil from falsehood or cowardice. She looked 
the priest cahnly in the face as she said, 

'^ Father Antoine, I have as yet scarcely attained sufii* 
dent maturity of judgment to give me certainty on a subject 
of such importance as the eternal well-being of the soul. I 
am willing — ^nay, anxious to be instructed in so dear a man- 
ner as to enable me to come to such a dedsion as will sat- 
isfy my own consdence. Speak to me with such words of 
power as will bring conviction to my soul, and I will gladly 
give my entire allegiance to the august fidth which for so 
many centuries has ruled the minds of men." 

Enthusiasm kindled in her speaking features, and her 
slight form seemed to glow with more vivid life ajs she thus 
spoke. The listener gazed on her with concealed admira- 
tion, and with secret exultation felt that the dew to her 
nature was now in his master-hand ; and if it tasked all the 
subtlety of his mind and creed, he would mould her to his 
purposes. He gently said, 

" My daughter, doubt not that I can do this. That which 
has satisfied the most exacting intellects — ^the most analytic 
minds, will surely be found capable of removing the doubts 
of a tender lamb like yourself. But that such a result may 

F2 
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be attained, it seems necessary to place you among those 
who can daily and hourly watch your progress. An asylum, 
safe and free from woildly care, is always open to seekers 
after the truth. With the Sisters of Mesrcy both yourself 
and your mother can be received as lay boarders while your 
cause is pending before the ecclesiastical court. I have al- 
ready secured the necessary recognition of your claim ftom 
the Intendant, and the fiat of the Church is all that is 
now needed to entitle you to the fortune which is justly 
jTOurs." 

Both mother and daughter listened in surprise. Madame 
Altenberg asked, 

"Who has so kindly interested you in our affairs, Father? 
Has M. Chastain informed you of the injustice with which 
we have hitherto been treated V* 

^^ It matters not. It is sufficient that I know all that is 
necessary, and have the power to aid you, provided you 
hearken implicitly to my advice. T^ere can be no doubt 
as to the decision, for I have it in my own hands, and you 
can secure its being in your favor." 

In spite of his friendly wopds, Eugenia still shrank from 
his proifers. She timidly said, 

" Can we not remain in our own home. Father? I propOL-- 
ise to follow the studies indicated by you until — '* 

He arose and severely said^ 

''It seems to me that the recipient of such £Eivors as I 
propose to extend to you should not cavil at the terms on 
which they are offered. Arrangements have already been 
made with the sisterhood for your reception, and apartments 
await you more fitted for gentlewomen of delicate nurture 
than this wretdbed habitation. I permit no hesitation. 'Ac* 
cept my offer at once, and you may look for a brilliant re- 
ward in the future ; refuse, and you shall be considered as 
concealed heretics, and treated as such." 

This threat frightened poor Madame Altenberg inezpress* 
ibly. She exclaimed, 

" We accept, we accept, holy Father ! We will remove 



IIHE HUGUENOT EXIUfiS. 131 

without delay, if such is your wish. Forgave my daughter; 
she is young and willful, but her mind is open to conidction, 
as you will soon find." 

<'I do not doubt it," replied the abbot, with a confident 
smile. << Ere long I expect to behold this trembling, doubt- 
ing child a brilliant ornament to the Church. If I convince 
her not, the everlasting truth must faiL Arise, di^ighter, 
and make ready to enter the asylum that awaits you. The 
carriage I have ordered will soon be here to convey you to 
your destination." 

Thus commanded, Eugenia left the room, and with the 
assistance of the old servant packed up the few articles of 
clothing that remained to herself and her mother, and with 
a heavy heart prepared to place herself in the power of the 
man whom eveiy intuitive feeling of her soul commanded 
her to mistrust Yet there iSieemed no alternative. Hnin 
must follow a refusal to go with him, while a hope yet re* 
mained that to her mother, at least, some ultimate benefit 
might be secured by obeying his wishes. In times such as 
those the fear of gaining the enmity of the priest outweighed 
every other consideration, and could only be measured by the 
unscrupulous power wielded by the Romish clergy. 

The servant was a simple-hearted and/ devout Catholic, 
who had been in the service of Madame Altenberg from the 
time of her marriage, and her delight at the promise of 
assistance from so mighty a personage as the abbot him* 
self, was strangely contrasted with the fears and doubts of 
those in whose favor it was to be exerted. 

Even Madame Altenberg trembled at the thought of plao* 
ing herself so completely at the mercy of the priesthood, as 
she must be, when once safe in the walls of a convent, be« 
neath their absolute control. She had dwelt too long among 
the Reformers not to be familiar with the history of abuses 
existing in those so-called sacred edifices, which caused the 
Protestants to shudder over the profanation of hpuses pro- 
fessedly dedicated to the worship of God. 

It is true that her mind had r^ected these tales as slan- 
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ders, but they made an impression nevertheless, and her weak 
sonl wavered painfullj between the necessity of obeying the 
commands of the abbot and the fears that assailed her of be- 
ing immured for life in the gloomy walls she was about to 
enter. During the absence of her daughter she asked, 

<* Did I imderstand the holy Father to say that M. Chas- 
tain has communicated with him on the subject of our peti- 
tion? We have been expecting him all the morning to re-' 
port our chances of success." 

'' I rather think that M. Chastain has his hands too full 
of his own afiairs just now to take much interest in those 
of others," replied the priest, dryly. " He did send me a 
duplicate of yolir petition to the Intendant, because he was 
aware that the voice of the Church is necessary to sanction 
your daughter's claim to her fortune." 

**A priest of my own faith performed the ceremony. Why 
then was it not valid 1" asked the lady, very naturally. 

The abbot frowned, and after a pause replied, 

" The law and the Church have both refused to sanction 
such unnatural marriages. If the believing wife can convert 
the unbelieving husband, then are they held sanctified ; but 
if she permits her influence in this most vital point to be set 
at naught, as you have done, madame, do you not think some 
punishment is due to her lukewarmness V* 

Madame Altenberg looked alarmed and disturbed, though 
she made no reply ; and Father Antoine added, 

" Your punishment has already been borne, madame, and 
it was quite severe enough to be relaxed a little, hence my 
desire to place you where your harassed mind can once more 
be at peace. The sisters who will receive you are ladies of 
noble family and high cultivation. Seclusion from the bus- 
tling world, for the purpose of worshiping God, is not in- 
compatible with rational and pure enjoyment, and such our 
&ther, the Pope, does not refuse to those who have re- 
nounced the pomps and vanities of life. They are per- 
mitted to have books, music, and cordial intercourse among 
themselves. With such companionship the mind of your 



THE HUGITENOT EXILES. 183 

daughter -mil rapidly devdop, and it was for her sake that 
I solicited the Lady Abbess to receive you." 

The face of the listener brightened at the new phase of 
conventual life thus revealed to her, and she began to hope 
it might not be so tedious after all, especially to those who 
had been so long buffeted about at the mercy of untoward 
fate. 

Eugenia returned, followed by Eosetta, who courtesied 
again and again with the most profound Reverence before 
the priest. The young lady briefly explained who she was, 
and asked permission for her to remove to the convent with 
them. . He smiled graciously on the old woman, and re- 
plied, 

" Certainly. So faith&l a servant of her earthly masters 
must be equally true to her heavenly one. Bosetta shall be 
received as one of the lay sisters." 

The old woman was profuse in her thanks ; in the midst 
of them the abbot went to the door and looked out with an 
appearance of annoyance. His features cleared as he saw a 
huge, lumbering vehicle approaching, drawn by four stout 
horses. The clumsy wheels creaked at every revolution, 
and after slowly threading the narrow, straggling street, 
drew up in front of the cottage. 

A man who sat beside the driver alighted and opened 
the ponderous door. The priest called him into the housiB 
and confided the furniture that remained in it to his care, 
with directions to find some safe place in which to store it 
until the owners wished to reclaim it. 

Eugenia approached the book-shelves, and, with the as- 
sistance of Kosetta, commenced removing their contents. 

"These I daily use," she said; "they, of course, can ac- 
company me." 

The abbot drew near and looked over the small but pre- 
cious collection. The Bible and the Psalms of Clement 
Marot lay side by side ; the remainder were miscellaneous 
volumes l&om the best literature France then afforded. He 
smiled grimly as he read their titles, and thought what dif- 
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jferent intellectual food would in future be offered their fair 
reader. He took the Bible and Fsalms in his own keepings 
quietly saying, 

" I will restore them to you at some future time." 

Though extremely unwilling to permit these treasured 
possessions to pass thus into his hands, Eugenia was com- 
pelled to submit in silence ; and in a few more moments 
they were on their way to the Convent of our Lady of 
Mercy. 

The carriage soon left Nismes behind, an4 jolted on 
through a most picturesque and broken country for several 
miles. Soon after leaving the city they passed th^ baths 
built by the Romans, and still in a perfect state of preserva- 
tion. These are supplied with water from a fall that pours 
over the abrupt face of a cliff several hundred feet in height. 

At length they drew up in front of a high, dead wall 
that loomed blank and dreary on the public causeway. A 
small door, painted exactly in imitation of the brick-work 
around it, was scarcely distinguishable from the solid wall; 
the priest strudiL. three blows upon it, and without noise it 
instantly swung open, as if some concealed spring had been 
touched ; but on entering the vaulted passage that led be- 
neath a wing of the building to a court beyond, a woman 
in a dress of black serge, girded to her waist by a cord, stood 
before them. 

A black hood fell over the upper part of her fiuse, beneath 
which a pair of keen, penetrating eyes seemed ever on the 
alert to gain such infcHmation as the external appearance 
of those who entered might afford her. The priest ex- 
changed a few words with her, and then passed on with the 
two ladies, while Bosetta was left with the portress. 

Afrer traversing the dim passage, the three suddenly 
emerged on an open space of greensward, shaded by lofty 
trees, that looked like an enchanted forest-nook which the 
Dryads had made their best-beloved home. Winding paths 
and bosky dells were found in this miniature Eden, which 
was surrounded on three sides by the lofty buUding? of the 
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ccmvent, Ijong at the foot of the mountain ridge which 
forms the background of the vaUej in which Niames is built; 
the fourth side afforded a view of the distant city, with its 
spires glittering in the morning. sunlight. 

The abbot led the way across the lawn by a winding 
path, and entered a piazza covered with a grape-vine bear- 
ing heavy dusters of purple fruit. Flowers grew close be- 
side the windows, and the faint ripple of moving water re- 
vealed the presence of a miniature &I1 which poured over a 
rocky shelf into a marble reservoir constructed in one of the 
natural hollows that lay near. The margin of this was sur- 
rounded by the golden willow, the water-lily, and other 
aquatic plants. 

Over all there breathed an air of perfect and peaceful 
quiet, which impressed the new-comers with the feeling that 
here indeed repose might be found, even on this side of the 
grave. 

Their approach had apparently been watched, for the 
door swung open as they stepped on the piazza, and a 
woman of imposing and dignified presence stood ready to 
receive them. She wore the same form of dress they had 
seen on the portrete, but the material was of the finest and 
softest texture, and the cord that confined it in flowing 
folds to her slender waist was of silk. The. ungraceful hood 
was so arranged as to appear picturesque upon the finely- 
shaped head it covered, and it was not permitted to shade 
the fiur and lineleas brow of its wearer. 

Her features were of the Italian type, dearly and per- 
fectly sculptured, and a world of dreamy passion must once 
have beamed from those large black eyes, or found utter- 
ance through the expressive lips which, even in the decline 
of life, preserved all the flexible charm which had once 
made their persuasive doquence irresistible. 

Eugenia felt strongly attracted toward her, as she stoop- 
ed forward and pressed her lips upon the fair brow of the 
young girl. She spoke, and her sweet, full-toned voice 
completed the diann of her presence. 
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"Madame Altenberg, you are cordially welcome to the 
protection our roof may afford you ; and the entrance of 
this fair vision among us, though it may be only for a brief 
season, I hail with pleasure. Sweet Eugenia, ^our history 
is already known to me, and I cordially sympathize with 
your past trials and hopes of future compensation. In the 
mean time make yourself happy with us, and the end of my 
Lord Abbot will foe gained, and my heart gratified by afford* 
ing you such an asylum as you so sorely need." 

Eugenia thanked her gratefully ; and the priest said, 

" So rare a flower needs careful training, holy Mother. 
Mademoiselle Altenberg wishes to receive such nurture as 
is fitting for those who have scarcely yet learned to walk 
firmly in the narrow path that leads to everlasting life. I 
del^ate this important oflSce to you, my sister, knowing, as 
I do, that no one is more capable of filling it with greater 
zeal toward Him whose precepts we make the guide of our 
lives." 

The abbess inclined her head, and crossed herself at the 
allusion to Gk>d ; she then said : 

" I accept the trust, Father, and I promise to accomplish 
my task to your satisfaction ;" and her expressive eyes were 
raised to his with a covert meaning which he well under* 
stood. 

This was not the first young spirit given over to her 
' guidance; and the abbot knew well that he could safely 
trust her to bring in play all her fascinating wiles to secure 
his lately entrapped prey. His policy was to bring the 
young heiress into his views by gentle means, if possible. 
If these failed, there could be brought in play all the terri- 
ble power at his command to bend her to his ^11. 

The apartment into which they were ushered was plain 
and unpretending, for that was the ordinary reception-room 
of the sisterhood, and no outward display of the luxury in 
which they lived was permitted there. In a few moments 
the abbess summoned a nun by ringing a small silver bell 
that lay on a table, and under her guidance Madame Alten- 
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h^Tg and her daughter sought the apartments prepared for 
them. These were very unlike the cells they had antici- 
pated — ^the two rooms opened into each other, and were 
light, airy, and handsomely furnished with every appliance 
of comfort then known to civilization. 

To their expressicms of pleased surprise the nun replied 
by saying that such apartments were prepared for lay board- 
ers, and such she understood their present occupants to be. 
Charmed and soothed by the quiet around, Eugenia was glad 
to throw herself on the snowy couch and reflect on the events 
of the morning. 

Suddenly she remembered that the priest had retained 
her Bible, and she requested the nun to ask him to restore 
it to her possession. She went on the errand, and soon re- 
turned with the volume of Clement Marot* She said, 

'^ Father Antoine wishes to look over the other book him- 
self, mademoiselle, to see^ if you have the right version of the 
Scriptures. If he fmds it correct, he will return it ; if not, 
he will give you a better copy in its place." 

The Bible had been her father's, and was almost the only 
possession of his she had been able to retain. She could 
only hope that it would be permitted to pass again into her 
hands, though she greatly feared that such would not be the 
result of the proposed examination, for she was aware that 
it was a copy of the most complete translation of the Sacred 
Book which had been made. 

In the mean time the Lady Abbess and her worthy co- 
adjutor conferred together concerning those who had just 
left them. He asked, '< Well, madame, what do you think 

I of the new convert that Js to be 1" 

I " I think her very lovely, and not difficult to lead, if we 

can only strike the right cord." 

I . '^ I have already found it. She is impulsive, enthusiastic, 

and generous : are not such the natures that easiest become 

I our dupes '?" and there seemed a latent meaning in his words 

which caused her eye to flash, and her lips to quiver with 

I repressed emotion, as she replied, 
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<<To me you xnaj well say that; for I behold in this 
joung girl a mirror of my youthful soul, without the wild 
and ungovernable passions which cast me, a helpless vicdm, 
into your power." 

^< Pooh I No heroics, madame. Are you not now high- 
er in station than you could ever have been in that world 
whose proprieties you once outraged? Have you not led a 
life of luxurious ease since I placed you here as superior, 
after passing through the intamediate grades as a mere 
form. Methinks, cousin of mine, if your wealth did in- 
crease our store, you have derived £ur advantages &om it 
yourself." 

The abbess repressed the reply that arose to her lips, and 
abruptly said, 

^^Let us not quarrel, Antoine, for we can not do without 
each other. I wish to understand you clearly. Must this 
young girl absolutely take the veil?" 

" She must ; for in that event we gain half a million of 
livres, from which a bonus goes to satisfy the cupidity of the 
Intendant, and a pittance must be spared to the mother, 
when her presence here is no longer needed to reconcile her 
daughter to remaining. Use your best art, C^dle, to gain 
her over smoothly ; for she interests me, and I would not 
have her subjected to the iron discipline of the intractable." 

The large eyes were agsan lifted to his with an expression 
of surprise, and the abbess said, 

"This girl must possess some wonderful charm thus to 
interest you, who never before seemed to care fbr any wo^ 
man of mortal mould. Why should you wish to spare her 
the ordeal to which others as young and tender have been 
ruthlessly subjected 1" 

" I know not — ^I care not, I do not analyze my own feel- 
ings ; I only know that I shall be charmed with your adroit- 
ness if you gain her consent to take the veil willingly, and 
the privileges you have petitioned the bishop to grant your 
house I promise shall be the reward erf your diligence in well- 
doing." 
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She smiled, and extended her hand. 

'^It is a compact. Eugenia Altenberg shall, with her 
own consent, become a sister of my order." 

'^ It is welL I leave her to jour instructions." 

He arose abruptly, passed £rom the room, and, with his 
brain akeady full of other schemes, returned to Nismes^^ 



CHAPTEE X 

The pathway chosen bj Laval, by which to escape from 
his enemies, was a narrow defile leading into the heart of 
the Black Mountains. Walls of rock hemmed it in on ei- 
ther side, and the road was encumbered with fragments 
which had fallen from the difis above, and obstructed their 
progress at every step. Laval well knew that they would 
be pursued ; but he trusted for deliverance to the difficulty 
of mounted horsemen following the precipitous path he had 
preferred. He also knew many secret places in these mount- 
ain solitudes, in which a small party could conceal them- 
selves, and elude any search that was not systematically and 
minutely made. 

The little party toiled slowly on, many bitter thoughts 
passing through the mind of the unhappy father thus cast 
out from his peaceful occupation, and banished with his 
helpless family, at the commencement of the autumn, to re- 
gions which only a few months later would be covered with 
their cold and inhospitable mantle of snow. Laval was, by 
nature, a man of fierce and implacable temper, and the 
scenes of violence and oppression he had witnessed had by 
no means tended to soften it. Intense in all his feelings, 
his love for his family was a pas^onate outpouring of affec- 
tion which had no bounds. For their sakes he had hither- 
to curbed his strong soul, had repressed the expression of in- 
dignant wrath which often shook it to its centre, and his for- 
bearance had been thus infamously rewarded. With such 
natures the dividing line that forms the boundary between 
reason and insanity is faintly marked ; and it required but 
little more to arouse the sleeping monster in the soul of this 
man, and make him rend and destroy, even as he had seen 
others crushed by the insatiate persecutions of the priesthood. 



THE HCGUSNOT EXILES. 141 

The child awoke and cried ; by that time thej had gained 
an open space between the hills, at an elevation of several 
hundred feet above the valley they had left. The mother, 
nnused to such precipitous climbing, complained of &tigue, 
and wished to sit down in that sheltered spot and attend to 
her wailing infant. The wild emotions seething in the 
soul of the forester rendered him insensible to weariness, 
and he list^ed impatiently to the proposal. 

^'See, Antoinette, how unreasonable is your proposaL 
This is the most dangerous spot we have yet passed ; three 
roads meet here, and at any moment the dragoons may be 
upon us. We must push quickly on or be lost ; and the 
dying of the boy must be stopped, or it will betray us." 

<^ Poor little fellow ! he suffers, I know. What can I do 
vnth him 1 My arms are so weary that I can scarcely hold 
him up." 

Laval looked around and found a ravine in which he 
could place the bundle of clothing he carried. Having care- 
fully concealed it, he said, 

'< That may remain there until I can return for it. Only 
about a mile from here is a cave so well concealed that the 
dn^oons have not yet found its entrance. It is always oc- 
cupied as a refuge for our miserable people, and thither we 
must go. Give me the lad ; I will carry him the rest of the 
way myself" 

He took the child and held him in a more comfortable 
position ; he talked to him, and soothed him, until the little 
fellow nestled down on his broad breast, and again slept. 
Believed of this burden, his wife went on with more cour* 
age ; and Lucille followed them more like one walking in a 
strange and terrible dream, than like a sane and rational 
being. Self-accused and humbled, she would have given 
much for one word of encouragement from the father whom 
she loyed and respected in no ordinary degree, yet of whose 
anger she had a mortal terror. 

Severe and often harsh had been the discipline to which 
he had subjected her from the first dawning of intelligence 
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in her infant mind ; and she knew that her present conduct, 
although the effect of terror and compulsion, had lowered 
her in his esteem ; perhaps given a fatal stab to the affection 
he had always, in his own way, evinced for her. A fanatic 
Laval was by nature, and had he been reared in the narrow 
views of the mercy of the All Father which distinguishes 
the Bomish Church, he would doubtless have been as great 
a persecutor of the heretics as the abbot himself. But for- 
tunately, a more merciful creed had been instilled into his 
mind; and although he believed that creed with all the 
vivid strength of his nature, he di<j[ not recognize the right 
of one set of men to inflict tortures on another, because they 
differed about the path they should take to that untried ex- 
istence, the mysteiy of which death alone may solve. 

They had nearly reached a q)ur in the mountain road 
which jutted across the pathway, when the clatter of ap- 
proaching hoofs wajs heard. The three paused, and Laval 
bent his head and listened attentively ; he then spoke to the 
tremblers beside him in a calm tone, 

"It is only one horseman who approaches. He comes 
slowly, as if weary or uncertain of his locality. Take the 
boy, Lucille, and you and your mother stand behind the 
projection of the hill there, while I watch the approach of 
this person, and see if he is to be feared. He, like ourselves, 
may be flying from our enemies." 

They obeyed him in silence, and Laval stood erect, with 
his muscular form against the dark background afforded by 
a clump of cedars which grew from the crevices in the rocky 
wall. The road here had widened into a gap, and the star- 
lit sky shone peacefully over it ; they were above the region 
of night vi^ois, and the atmosphere was perfectly clear. 

A pathway opened from the gap on the lei); hand, and 
from that side came the uneven sound of stumbling steps, 
evidently from a tired animal. Presently the head of a 
mule was seen, and soon his whole body appeared, panting 
with the fatigue of the ascent. A small man of very un- 
warlike aspect was mounted on him, and his mind was cvi- 
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dently occupied with thoughts which had little to do with 
his present " whereabout." He was crooning a portion of 
the thirty-third psalm, and the heart <^ the listener leaped 
as he recognized the words he had himself mentally repeated 
that night as he looked up to the eloudless heavens and be- 
h^d the glory of the starlit sky. 

<<By the word of the Lord were the heavens made, and 
all the hosts bf them by the breath of his mouths" - 

Laval stepped forward, laid his hand on the bridle of the 
rapt singer, and with his sonorous voice repeated another 
% verse from the same psalm. 

'< ' Let all the earth &ar the Lord, stand in awe of him 
all ye that dwell in the land.' Brother, it behooveth such 
as you and I to stand in awe of him who sends to his peo- 
ple such afflictions as now encompass the godly." 

Thus arrested, the rider seemed slightly startled, but he 
instantly resumed his composure as he looked upon the for- 
ester. 

"Laval, are you too in hidmg, my good man! You do 
not recognize me, though it is scarcely a year since I ad- 
ministered the rites of baptism to your infant son, at the 
imminent risk of being seized and imprisoned." 

^' Father Lecroix I God be thanked that I met you thus, 
for we are both in greater danger than you are aware of. 
Pardon my forgetfulness, but to-night I have had mudi to 
bewilder me. What brings you here, in the yery lion's 
mouth, in such perilous times as these t" 

"My duty to my poor, suffering people. I must come 
at stated periods to see after their welfare, to give them 
such consolations as they sorely need, to keep steadfast the 
wavering, and show them how insignificant is all worldly 
sufifering in comparison with the reward prepared for those 
who are &ithful to the end." 

Some strong emotion seemed to shake the soul of Laval, 
and he knelt upon the road, and reverently placing the thin 
hand of the jiastor upon his own head, he said, 

" Give me your blessing. Father; and ask the Holy One, 
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whose true evangelist you are, to give me a portion of your 
meek and long-suffering spirit. Oh, I need it — ^I need it 
this night above all others of my life." 

With solenm earnestness the blessing was given, and after 
a pause M. Lecroix inquired, 

" What has happened to you, my friend I Are you alone, 
and if so, what has become of your family? Alas! must 
I hear from you another tale of woe ? Can not even such 
as you, who led a peaceful, God-fearing life, be permitted 
to exercise the only blessing left the poor man — ^the right 
to choose his own method of worshiping him who on earth ^ 
has decreed to him the lot of bearing many and heavy bur- 
dens." 

** Grood pastor, until to-day I have been passed by with- 
out receiving any thing beyond insult and contumely ; but 
the spoiler at last found me, and attacked me in the most 
tender point. I am fleeing from the wrath of the abbot of 
the Dominicans, and if he could get me in his power he 
would cause me to be imprisoned, perhaps for life, for defy- 
ing his authority, and tearing my daughter from his very 
grasp, when he would have borne her away to be. destroyed 
both soul and body in that school of falsehood and iniquity 
known as the Convent of the Sisters of Mercy. But let us 
leave this dangerous spot. I know that I shall be pursued ; 
my wife and daughter are close at hand, and we can soon 
reach a cave used as a place of refuge by our persecuted 
brethren." 

He led forward the mule of the pastor, who greeted Ma-. 
dame Laval and her daughter with affectionate kindness; 
while he toojs. from the latter the sleeping infant, saying it 
was easier to the mule to bear his additional weight than 
for the little girl. As they went forward Laval related the 
events of the night, and the pastor listened in pained silence. 
What was to become of the unhappy family, thus cast forth 
as the inclement season of the year was approaching, he 
could not see. He knew that the health of the mother was 
always delicate, and but little was needed to lay both her 
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and the fair boj he carried in his arms in the peaceful rest 
of the grave ; but should such be the result of what had 
just occurred, he feared for the sanity of the husband, whose 
excited mind seemed already trembling between reason and 
madness. 

The language of Laval, his denunciations against those 
who had thus driven him and his forth, probably to perish, 
were so fervid that it was difficult to believe him then in a 
perfectly sane condition ; and the pastor used the mildest 
persuasions to soothe him into calmness. 

A few hundi-ed yai'ds from the spot oil which they had 
met there was a narrow ravine, the entrance to which was 
nearly concealed by a low undergrowth of vines and bushes. 
Through this Laval led the way, holding back the matted 
branches that the mule might pass through vrithout tram- 
pling down this .natural screen, which served to conceal it 
from observation; After scrambling through this, a few 
paces beyond the ravine terminated in an abrupt precipice. 
The party paused, and the forester again parted the under- 
wood on the right side, and revealed a pathway Grinding 
around the face of the hill that overhung an apparently in- 
terminable depth, from which vapors of darkness seemed to 
rise. On the other hand, the towering hillside appeared 
ambitious of claiming companionship with the very stars 
themselves ; for, shut in as they were, the sky seemed to 
bend down and clasp the mountain tops in its embrace. 

With extreme care Laval guided the mule to this narrow 
ridge, on which a single false step might hurl its rider to 
destruction ; but he could trust to the sure-footed animal, 
and he knew the pathway was quite wide enough to take 
him over it in safety. His wife looked on, and her courage, 
as well as her strength failed her. 

" Bring me my child, Jean. I dare not venture on that 
path. My head would become dizzy, and I should fall over 
the precipice : my strength is completely exhausted ; it is 
impossible for me to go farther." 

"Nonsense, Antoinette," said Laval, almost harshly; *' the 
G 
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road winds only about a quarter of a mile around the mount- 
ain, and then we are at the entrance of the cave. You must 
proceed ; the crying of the lad could be heard from here to 
the main road, and if he happened to wake just as the dra- 
goons are on our track, it would be fatal to us all. Come, 
my good wife, I will help you on. The mule is sure-footed, 
and can be trusted to go on alone. Hark ! there come the 
soldiers, by Heaven !" 

Each one of the little party stifled their very breathing to 
listen to the clatter of horses' feet, as a party of mounted 
men swept over the road they had so lately left. They 
came to a sudden halt, and a loud voice said, 

"Here seems a burrow in which these cursed heretics 
may hide. Shall we search it now. Sergeant?" 

There was a brief pause before the answer came, and La- 
val measured the depth of the awful abyss before liim, with 
the stem resolve to cast all he loved into its depths, and leap 
ailer them himself, sooner than permit them to become the 
prisoners of the dragoons. He had already laid his firm 
grasp on Lucille, when the reply reached his ears : 

"That ends in a precipice only. I know one of their 
hiding-places beyond this, where they are likely to be. We 
will go there first." 

In another instant they dashed on, and Laval drew a long 
breath. He said, 

" There is no alternative now, Antoinette ; you must go 
on or perish. Father Lecroix, proceed slowly, and we will 
follow you. Lucille, walk in your mother's steps while I 
sustain her." 

His wife sta^ered up, nerved as much by the conscious- 
ness that her child must be followed at all hazards, as by a 
sense of the danger of remaining where she was. Her hus- 
band placed his strong arms around her, and guided her un- 
certain steps with a care unusual to him, glancing back ev- 
ery few moments to ascertain if his daughter followed his 
directions. 

The path ascended constantly, and was, in several places, 
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rendered more dangerous bj winding abruptly around an 
angle of the mountain side, leaving barely space enough to 
pass in safety. At these points Laval held the slight form 
of his wife clasped firmly to his breast, while the mule, guid- 
ed by his instinct, placed his feet on the narrow ledge with 
unerring precision, and carried his burden lightly and easily 
oyer the dizzy mountain path. 

It was well that the uncertain light prevented IVIadame 
Laval from seeing all the danger they braved. By the clear 
light of the stars the pathway looked like a dim, white line, 
in its widest part scarcely sufficient for two persons to 
walk abreast, and offering, occasionally, 'a few tendrils of 
hardy plants, growing between the strata of rock, to which 
to ding for a moment's breathing space in the dangerous 
ascent. 

Laval was familiar with every portion of it, and his firm, 
free step trod over the narrow ledge as fearlessly as he would 
have strode over a level plain. 

Lucille, with a courage and firmness worthy of her fa- 
ther, followed him closely, bravely repressing the tremulous 
pulsations of her heart, and keeping her eyes steadily fixed 
upon the guiding form in whose steps she walked. 

Suddenly they seemed inclosed between walls of granite ; 
the chasm narrowed abruptly to a width of twenty feet^^and 
a jagged mountain peak arose on the opposite side. From 
the dark void that intervened was heard the rushing sound 
of falling waters, of which a faint glimpse was occasionally 
obtained as they caught a reflection from the stars, and sent 
it back in gleams of broken light. 

M. Lecroix also knew the spot well, but his mind became 
so deeply absorbed with the sublimity of this dimly seen 
night panorama, that he forgot the danger to which each 
step of his faithful animal exposed him. With rapt enthu- 
siasm, he raised his eyes to the deep blue concave above,^ 
and offered the silent adoration of a sincere spirit to that 
beneficient One who has clothed the earth and sky with such 
wonderful beauty. The child slept peacefully, and the mule 
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seemed to step with perfect knowledge of the dangerous 
ground over which he was traveling. 

The pathway ended as it began, in a goi^ge between the 
hills, which, after a few yards, seemed to inclose them on 
all sides. The party halted, and Laval lifted a matted 
screen of wild vines that hung over the face of the cliff. It 
revealed an opening large enough to permit the mule with-* 
out his rider to pass through. The pastor dismounted, and 
transferred the child to his mother. 

"We shall find friends and shelter here," said Laval. 
"I will go before, and prepare those within for the appear- 
ance among them of others as unfortunate as themselves." 

He bent his tall form, and was soon lost in the darkness 
beyond. In a few moments a glimmer of lurid light flashed 
through the opening, and the voice of the forester bade them 
enter. The pastor made the mother and daughter precede 
him, and followed, leading his mule. 

The avenue was about twenty feet in length, and gradu- 
ally widened as it opened toward the interior. A lofty and 
dreary cavern, lighted only by the torch carried by Laval, 
was passed through ; a second one, exhibiting fidnt traces 
of stalactite on its walls, was also traversed, and then a 
door, ingeniously contrived, was opened, and they entered 
the home of the refugees. 

The scene which there met their view was wild and fan- 
tastic beyond description. A lofty palace of weird and 
most grotesque architecture seemed to rise before their vis- 
ion, lighted from various points by torches made of resin- 
ous woods, and placed in such a position as was most con- 
venient for their owners. 

Many groups were scattered over the large area whose 
appearance seemed to realize the story of the gnomes, though 
why they were permitted to intrude into this lighted hall, 
over which the spirit of beauty had thrown its most attrac- 
tive spell, seemed a mystery. Hazard, hopeless-looking 
men, half starved women and children, with their clothing 
often in tatters, started forward. to welcome the new-comers. 
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in the hope that they brought assistance to them, for hith- 
erto the presence of Laval in their midst had been for the 
purpose of bringing to them such scanty supplies of food 
as he could obtain witiioQt suspicion. 

Collected there were thirty wretched refugees who had 
been beggared, driven from their homes, and threatened 
with imjMrisonment and the galleys if they did not renounce 
their religious belief. While living in the mountain fest- 
nesses, with no shelter save the canopy of heaven, one of 
the persecuted sect had accidentally discovered the en- 
trance to the cave, and there the hapless Huguenots found 
safety from their enemies amidst scenes of grandeur and 
loveliness that rivaled the proudest palace made by the 
skill of man. 

\ The area of the hall measured several hundred feet, and 
the vaulted arch above, by the dim light, seemed to rise to 
infinity. Lofty pillars, cornices wreathed with snowy flow- 
ers, and walls covered with fantastic arabesques, looking as 
if formed of floating mist suddenly frozen into shapes of un- 
imaginable beauty, bewildered the eye, and appealed to the' 
imagination. 

A wide arched portal, supported on either hand by co- 
lossal figures, led into an interior apartment, from which 
gleamed a faint light, revealing outlines of spectral images 
resembling a hall of statuary. 

The pastor paused and looked upon the scene to which 
he had been so suddenly introduced. As the gaunt forms 
of its hapless occupants came crowding toward him, with 
words of welcome and recognition, he clasped his hands, and 
dropping on his knees, exclaimed, 

"O Lord, wonderful are thy works, and great is thy 
mercy for providing such an asylum foy these thy stricken 
and suffering followers. My children, let us return thanks 
for that which no tyrant can take away — the hope of ever- 
lasting glory with him who died that we might live." 

All prostrated themselves, and then the simple and fervid 
eloquence of the old man, addressed to the Omnipotent in 
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behalf of these outlaws for conscience' sake, revealed the 
secret of his influence over all classes with whom he was 
brought in contact. An intuitive perception of their wants 
and their emotions moved him to say precisely that which 
seemed to come home to the hearts of the wretched assem- 
bly, and tears and sighs followed his affecting appeal. 

When they arose the men silently wrung his hands, with 
hearts too full for speech ; many of them had been members 
, of the church over which he held the office of minister be- 
fore it had been destroyed and himself forbidden to exercise 
his priestly vocation. 

The women gathered around Madame Laval and her 
daughter, and caressed the child, who stared about in won- 
dering surprise at the strange scene before him. A miser- 
able, emaciated-looking being, whose skin seemed clinging 
to her bones, and whose wild eyes glared with a frightened 
expression, as if some awful scene had stamped itself with 
such living reality upon her brain as never to be absent from 
it a single moment, drew near them and took the fat, rosy 
hand of the infant in her own. 

She caressed it fondly, and then snatching the hand of a 
wasted, wan-looking child who stood near her, she placed 
them side by side, and said, in a strangely hollow and broken 
voice, 

" See what this poor babe must come to. No bread for 
the crying children ; no light for the little ones. The great 
Master said, 'Suffer little children to come unto me,' but 
the Pope says, starve, imprison, and destroy them. Mine 
are all gone, all — all ;" and the last word was prolonged 
into a wailing cry that was inexpressibly affecting. 

The pastor drew near her with pitying eyes, and asked, 

" Who is this poor creature t I do not remember her." 

"No wonder, Father Lecroix, that you have forgotten 
Fifine, whom but ten years ago you married to Meudon the 
carpenter, in the pretty church you once had. She is so 
changed her own mother would not know her." 

The pastor instantly recalled the bright-eyed, happy bride 
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of eighteen -whom he had united to an industrious and good 
man ; and he could scarcely realize the fact that the wreck 
before him could be the same being. Her hair hung over 
her wasted features in wild elf-locks, as white as if seventy 
winters had blanched them. He drew near her and asked, 

"Fifine, do you remember me?" 

She gazed vacantly upcm him several moments, and gradu- 
ally the light of recollection seemed to dawn in her eyes. 
She slowly said, 

^' So many scenes of horror rise between me and the days 
when you pointed out to us the way to heaven, that I 
scarcely dare recall them. We obeyed your teachings ; we 
sought the light of truth, and behold the result. God has . 
forsaken his people, and left them to die of want, anguish, 
and terror." 

^^Poor Fifine! do not, amidst all other afflictions, lose 
your faith in the promises of him who has said, * I am al- 
ways with you.' We suffer here from the cruelty of man, 
but he for whose ^ake we bear this will reward us in pro- 
portion to our faith. We must only be patient to the end." 

*'The end !" she vacantly repeated ; " it has come to all I 
loved, but it will not come to me." 

She sank down and cowered upon the ground, moaning 
piteously, while one of the by-standers, in a low tone, re- 
lated the history of the unhappy being. Her husband had 
lost his life in defending her from the soldiers quartered in 
their cottage. She had been tied up by the hair of her 
head, and a fire kindled near enough to scorch, without de- 
stroying her ; while her two children were inhumanly tor- 
tured in her sight, until both died from the effects of the 
cruelties inflicted on them. Such was the tale of horror re- 
lated by one who had finally been able to rescue her from 
her persecutors, and bring her to the asylum in which she 
now lingered out a miserable and distraught existence. 

But Fifihe's was not the only tragic story there. Every 
heart had its burden, every lip its tale of woe to tell ; and 
now all that remained to them was the wretched life to 
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which they clung with a tenacity which belongs to the in- 
stinct of self-preservation. They heard with dismay that 
Laval had come to hide among the hills, for he had been 
their most efficient agent in supplying them with food ; and 
when they saw four more claimants on the scanty stores in 
their possession, they grew sadder than before. 

Laval spoke cheeringly to them, and informed them that 
he had many friends in the valley who would still furnish 
him with supplies for their most pressing necesaties; and 
his knowledge of every path among the mountains would 
enable him successfully to evade the pursuit of their enemies. 
He reminded them that the pastor had only a few hours be- 
fore him to obtain the rest he so much needed before starting 
on his journey again, and preparations were immediately 
made to furnish him with a place of repose. 

The faithful mule was stabled in the outer cavern, and 
from beneath his saddle a blanket was drawn, which was 
spread over a couch of grass in one of the numerous niches 
formed in the irregular walls by the falling waves of stalac- 
tite. In front of the primitive couch a gigantic hand grasp- 
ed a floating veil of drapery, from which fell pendent leaves 
and flowers. There, with his saddle-bags for a pillow, the 
wearied pastor soon feU into the sound sleep he so greatly 
needed. 

No sooner had Laval seen his family safely bestowed for 
the night than he lefr the cave, and with one of the men 
watched without at the head of the ravine for the return 
of their pursuers. 

They were quite sufficient to defend the pass, should the 
dragoons discover the pathway, and be hardy enough to 
attempt to pass over it. After an hour of watching and 
intense listening, the echo of shouts, and the distant tramp- 
ling of horses, were heard. Their pursuers evidently enter- 
ed the lower gorge, but finding only the precipice in front 
of them, wisely retreated. 

The noise died away, and the sentinel re-entered the cav- 
ern and fitted into the opening a door so ingeniously con- 
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structed as to baffle any but one familiar with the entrance. 
It was a frame of wood, made like a shallow box, and fiHed 
with wet earth which, in drying, had hardened into a good 
resemblance of the hillside itself. This was securely fas- 
tened within, and the watchers sought repose for their tired 
frames. 

G2 



CHAPTER XI. 

When the dragoons returned to Nismes and reported the 
escape of both the pastor and Laval, the anger of the ab- 
bot was terrible. He immediately summoned Ferron, the 
treacherous derk of Chastain, to his presence, and reproach- 
ed him with such violence, that the miserable recreant was 
glad to purchase his own forgiveness bj giving up his mas- 
ter to the wrath of the priest. 

He denounced Chastain as in league vnth the heretics^ 
and gave the information that M. Lefevre, one of the most 
intractable among their number, was then sheltered beneath 
his roof. At this revelation a grim smile flitted over the 
face of his listener, and he said, 

" So the old fox did not perish in the brave funeral pyre 
he gave his dead wife last night. I suspected as much, and 
I am glad of it ; I would not have had him escape me so 
easily. For this news, Ferron, I pardon you the fruitless 
result of the pursuit last night. Had you impressed those 
men with the importance of the capture they were sent to 
make, they would not have dared to return without those 
they sought; therefore I blame you chiefly for their fail- 
ure. The atonement must be made, and on you must its 
burden faU." 

"What shall it be, holy Father 1" asked the trembling 
man, for he feared that the little hoard his villainy had 
enabled him to accumulate would be demanded of him; 
for, devout Papist as he was, he knew that money could 
generally purchase immunity for even crime of a dark 
dye. 

"Remember, Father, that I am poor, and dependent on 
my daily labor for a support; already have I paid away 
large sums, for such as I am, to the brotherhood for masses 
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for the repose of my mother's soul. I am poor, holy Father, 
very poor." 

" Keep your trifling store," replied the abbot, contemptu* 
onsly ; " I seek not to lessen it. I strike at nobler game 
than such as thou art. I only demand good and trusty 
service at your hands, and it must be rendered." 

The face of Ferrt)n brightened. 

<< If that is all, you may surely reckon on me. Tell me 
what I must do, and you shall be implicitly obeyed." 

^^ Betum to M. Chastain, and by your zeal in endeavor* 
ing to get his guest in safety from the dty, win their entire 
cc^nfidence. His first object will be to place M. Lefevre be- 
yond my reach, and for that purpose he wiU seek a refuge 
for him among the hills, where he can remain until an op- 
portunity for leaving the country may be found. Laval, as 
an energetic man and a dependent of the family, will, in all 
probability, be the agent selected to conduct him to one of 
their secret hiding-places. An intermediate agent must be 
employed, for I shall place such a watch on Chastain's steps 
that he will not dare to act himself. You must become that 
agent ; you must go with Lefevre to the hills, and, as a pre- 
tended refugee, accompany him to the spot to which Laval 
wiU conduct him ; and thus you will be enabled to betray 
to us the place of concealment that of late has baffled us 
completely. I will take care that you shall have sufficient 
cause to act this part, though, of course, you need have no 
fear of the measures apparently taken against you." 

"Wisdom speaks from your lips. Father. I listen, and 
wiU obey. I o^e this Laval a grudge of long standing, and 
I shall be glad to deliver him over to the punishment his 
heresy deserves." 

The priest set his teeth firmly together, and after a pause, 
said, 

"That man has defied and insulted me more openly than 
any other one has ever dared do, and his punishment shall 
be in proportion to his offense. He, together with his fam- 
ily, must be taken alive ; before his eyes shall those he loves 
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perish by such ingenious torments as the dragoons are skill- 
ful to inflict. Then the man himself shall be turned over 
to the tender mercies of the Inquisitors, to be dealt with ac- 
cording to the established laws of the Church, as a contu- 
macious heretic. Having accomplished mj wishes, Ferron, 
your reward shall be ample, both in money and in the 
motherly indulgence of the Church to lier true and obedi- 
ent children. Depart now to the abode of your employer, 
and warn him that suspicion has fallen on him. Tell him 
that you have sure information that a domiciliary visit will 
be paid him this morning, and assist him to conceal M. Le- 
fevre. I wiU take care that the search shall not be so thor- 
ough as to discover him. This will give Chastain confi- 
dence in you, and henceforth your path is plain." 

"Your commands shall be obeyed to the letter. Father 
Antoine, and my zeal shall compensate for the unfortunate 
failure last night." 

Ferron bowed low and departed ; and so wedded was he 
to his own faith, that he really believed he was performing 
good service to the infinitely pure and holy One in thus be- 
traying to tortures and death the sincere and strong souls 
that were capable of sacrificing every earthly good, even life 
itself, to purchase the right of worshiping him in freedom 
and truth. To Ferron it seemed a holy service into which 
he had entered ; and he hugged to his soul the conviction 
that interest and religion alike commanded him to fulfill the 
behests of the abbot. 

, With skill, craft, and a deep power of dissembling, he 
was a most dangerous enemy to the unsuspecting ones 
against whom he meditated this treachery. He knew that 
the cautious reserve which Chastain had long maintained 
toward him was slowly giving way before the belief in his ' 
trustworthiness ; and the fact that Claude had placed him- 
self so completely in his power by bringing beneath his roof 
a refugee of Lefevre's importance, gave Ferron the assur- 
ance that at last perfect confidence was established between 
them, 
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Ferron had been summoned at dawn of day to the pres- 
ence of the abbot, and the sun was rising as he re-entered 
Chastain's house. He immediately sought the office of his 
employer, who greeted him with sternness as he entered. 

<' How is it, Ferron, that you absented yourself this morn- 
ing at so early an hour ? I sought for you soon after day- 
light, and you were not to be found. In times such as these, 
and under such circumstances as mine, this ill-timed ab- 
sence is suspicious in the extreme." 

Ferron did not lose his presence of mind at this address : 
he humbly replied, 

"Pardon me, monsieur; but I could not sleep, and I 
went out by the fii'st gleam of daylight to ascertain some- 
thing of the fate of Mademoiselle Lefevre. She has often 
been kind to me, and I felt as if I must find out whither she 
has been taken." 

Ferron knew that this was the interest nearest to Chas- 
tain's heart, and with tact he touched the right cord at 
once. 

"And did you learn any thing of her ?" he eagerly asked, 
as he placed his hand over his heart to quell its quick and 
painful pulsation. 

" I did, monsieur. Mademoiselle Irene is in safety. She 
was removed to the Chateau de Montour, under the pro- 
tection of Captain Delmont. Her uncle will make her a 
Catholic if he can ; if he fails, then her friends ha^d better 
bestir themselves, for the Sieur de Montour is unscrupulous 
in dealing with wanderers from the Chiurch." 

" How did you learn this, Ferron ?" 

" From one of the dragoons from the chateau, or, rather, 
the place where the chateau once was. Two fires in one 
night ! If this goes on, we poor Protestants will soon have 
no place to put our heads in." 

"Two! "What other one beside the chateau t* I have 
heard of no other." 

" Because it was only a poor little hut occupied by the 
forester on the Lefevre estate, and made only a respectable 
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bonfire ; but it was a happy home at sunset, monsieur, and 
poor Laval felt as keen a pang at seeing it fall as M. Le- 
feyre could have experienced when his own lordly pile sunk 
in ruins." 

The tones of his voice expressed sympathy, and Chastain 
regarded him attentively as if seeking to read the true char- 
acter of the man. Ferron read what was passing in his 
mind, and he bore the scrutiny with unmoved features. 

^< And what has become of Laval and his family?" asked 
Claude. 

" He fled with them to the hills, and a party of dragoons 
were sent in pursuit of them ; but, thank Heaven ! they es- 
caped, for the party came back furious at being baffled." 

" And the pastor ?" asked Chastain, anxiously. " What 
of him ? In their foray through the hills the soldiers may 
have made him a prisoner." 

*^No, monsieur; I ascertained that the men returned 
without making a capture. I made such inquiries as sat- 
isfied me that M. Lecroix has escaped." 

"Thank Heaven for that! A load is lifted from my 
heart; once away from this perilous neighborhood and he 
will find friends to aid him on his way, and he can proba- 
bly reach his destination in safety." 

There was silence some moments, in which Chastain ap- 
peared deeply disturbed, and uncertain how to proceed. 
Ferron watched him attentively, and he mentally mur- 
mured, 

"Not yet quite sure of your man, master of mine? 
Come, let me give the finishing stroke, and claim the con- 
fidence you seem afraid to bestow on me." 

He peered anxiously around, and approaching Chastain, 
mysteriously whispered, 

" I have a secret to impart which deeply concerns you, 
monsieur." 

"What can you mean ?" asked the young man, quickly, 
as he glanced uneasily toward the door leading into the next 
apartment. 
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^'I am sorry to inform you," continued the dissembler, 
^Hhat information against you has been laid before the 
priesthood, which seriously implicates your character as a 
good Catholic." 

"What are the charges, Ferroni These are perilous 
times to all suspected men." 

" That is true, monsieur, as no one can testify better than 
myself. 1 learned this morning from a friend who is always 
on the alert, that domiciliary visits will be made to-day to 
the houses of several persons suspected of leaning toward 
the Reformers, and, among others, your name was men- 
tioned." 

In spite of his self-command, Chastain changed color. 

" To-day f Are you certain ? At what hour V* 

" No particular hour was mentioned ; but the priests will 
be sure to come. Monsieur is afraid to trust me, but I be- 
lieve I can aid him in his present strait." 

" What do you mean 1 Why should I fear any scrutiny 
they may make into my private affairs f asked Chastain, in 
a slightly irritated tone ; for the mysterious caution of Per- 
ron's manner seemed to imply so much that it annoyed him. 

" Oh, you know best, monsieur. If there is no reason to 
fear this visit, I am truly rejoiced that the suspicions of the 
bloody-minded priesthood can be set at rest. I only know 
that the poor old man, M. Lefevre, has no longer a shelter 
for his head ; and I also know that in such a strait he has 
no friend to appeal to but yourself. I naturally thought he 
must come to you ; and — ^pray forgive me, M. Chastain, but 
I must tell you the whole truth — ^I was awake last night 
when you came in, and I looked out of my room to see who 
it was : of course I saw M. Lefevre, and I believe I xsan help 
you out of your dilemma about him." 

His mobile features assumed an expression of honest can- 
dor which threw his listener off his guard. He grasped his 
hand and said, 

" Forgive my distrust, Ferron ; but in such times as the 
present a man can not be too cautious. I found M. Le- 
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fevre in the forest, watching the destruction of his home. 
He was the friend of my boyhood, and I could not stifle the 
impulse which made me bring him hither. He is in the 
next room, so worn out with suffering as to be unable to 
remove until his strength is recruited/ What is to become 
of him if he is discovered ? The abbot is his deadly enemy, 
and this small house offers no means of concealment. If 
you can surest something, do it at once, for I see no means 
of escape for him." 

Ferron reflected a moment, and then said, 

^^ These old houses are rarely built without hiding-places 
in them. I have heard it said that in the cellar beneath this 
one there is a subterranean chamber so cleverly concealed 
that its entrance can only be found by one acquainted with 
its location." 

"Who told you thisf asked Chastain, in displeased sur- 
prise. " I know, by tradition, that ^uch a chamber exists ; 
but neither I nor my unde ever . could find its locality. How 
could you have learned any thing of it?" 

not displeased, monsieur," said Ferron humbly. 
|>old servant who died a few days after I took up my 
resi&nce here raved of this place in his last moments ; and 
he constantly muttered, *Six feet to the right — sound the 
wall four feet from the floor — ^the spring is there.' I was 
with him at the last ; and he repeated those words so often 
that I was forced to attend to them. I attempted to get in 
ihe cellar to verify them, but I found it fastened, and I had 
almost forgotten them, until it occurred to me that safety 
might be found there for M. Lefevre." 

" It is well," briefly replied Chastain. " We will go there 
now. Prepare a light and await me here." 

Chastain went into tho, next apartment to consult with 
M. Lefevrej whom he heard moving cautiously about. He 
had risen and completed his toilet, and the young man 
gazed with deep sympathy on his pallid features and trem- 
ulous hands. The strong man seemed utterly broken down 
by the anguish of the past night. His heavy leaden slum- 
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bers, the effect of physical exhaustion, seemed to have af- 
forded him no refreshment, and his eyes wandered as if his 
mind had become bewildered in the labyrinth of wretched- 
ness which encompassed him. 

"Claude, my son, what of my daughter?'* he asked. 
" Have you no information concerning her yet 1 Ah I how 
could I have slept while her fate is so uncertain V 

"Do not reproach yourself, dear sir, for gaining what 
you so greatly needed. It was a signal mercy that you did 
sleep ; for it gave you strength to bear up against your many 
causes of sorrow. Irene is safe. She is, as we supposed, 
with her uncle. Admittance to her presence will not be 
refused me there, and I will see her to-day. I will find 
means to inform her of your safety." 

"The Lord has been merciful even amidst tribulations," 
said M. Lefevre, devoutly. " My dear child is safe, and may 
yet escape tBe snares of her enemies. What matters it if 
the old and worn-out stem perishes, if the young shoot con- 
tinues to flourish *? I must be away from here, Claude, as 
soon as may be, and to you I leave the rescue and protec- 
tion of my beloved Irene. She has been an affectionate 
daughter, and she will be to you a tender and faithful wife. 
I need not say to you, cherish her as the life of your life, 
for I know you love her above all earthly treasures." 

"You are right, father," replied Claude, with emotion. 
" But it seems to me the part of a craven to leave my wed- 
ded bride in the power of those who are prepared to use 
every measure, short of actual force, to turn her from her 
i^th, while I tamely submit to our enforced separation with 
the perfect certainty that she suffers anguish of mind in the 
prospect before her. I could denounce myself as a misera- 
ble poltroon ; yet, hemmed in on all sides as I am, it is ruin 
to make a movement which may raise doubts as to my or- 
thodoxy that I could only answer by the truth, for, by my 
faith in the necessity of our Reformation, I vow that if I am 
brought to bay no falsehood shall pass my lips." 

" Right, right, my dear boy ! But I pray you ^ nothing 
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to bring on such a crisis. Bemember the sacred tie that 
binds you to Irene, and for her sake be cautious. In a few 
more weeks you may be able to make your escape from this 
wretched, priest-ridden country." 

Chastain sighed, and after a. few lover-like thoughts given 
to his bride, he briefly explained to M. Lefevre the necessi- 
ty there was for concealment on account of the threatened 
visit from the priestly comniittee. He listened with calm 
resignation, and said, 

"I will submit to any concealment sooner than bring 
evil on you, Claude. Let me go forth in disguise; I can 
find my way to the hills, and relieve you of my presence at 
once." 

" Even if you were in a condition to escape that would 
be impossible. I am aware that a suspected house has a 
watch kept on it, and you would be arrested before you 
gained the end of the street." 

"What then remains for met" he despondingly asked, 
"but to be taken in the toils, and not only meet destruc- 
tion myself, but become the means of bringing it on you." 

" Not quite so bad as that, I hope. A hiding-place exists 
in the cellar of this house, and I am about to seek the en- 
trance to it. It will be a safe retreat for you, if you can 
bear to spend a few hours underground.'* 

" Any where that I can breathe, Claude, if I can save you 
from suspicion." 

At that moment Ferron struck sharply on the door ; and 
his voice was heard in tones of apprehension. ' 
•- " Excuse me, messieurs, but no time is to be lost. I have 
^piit seen three priests enter a house a ffew doors hence, and 
they may be here at any moment." 

Thus warned, Chastain arose quickly and opened the 
door. M. Lefevre would have accompanied them, but Chas- 
tain said, 

"Eemain here, dear sir, while we seek the place I spoke 
of. In a few moments it shall be ready for your recep- 
tion. Fear no inunediate interruption, for a domiciliary 
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visit rarely lasts less than an hour. The Dominicans love 
to inflict as great mental torture on their victims as pos- 
sible." 

M. Lefevre submitted in silence ; food had been placed 
on the table for his use, but the sight of it was loathsome 
to him ; he put it aside, and sinking his head between his 
hands, sat listening with a dull sense of pain to the various 
footsteps that shuffled by on the pavement without, wonder- 
ing if each one, as it came, was not the messenger of evil 
he expected. 

In the mean time Chastain descended into the vault be- 
low his apartments : for the first time for many years the 
ponderous door leading into it was unclosed. It revealed a 
square space of small dimensions, which seemed to have 
been used as a wine-cellar, for broken bottles and straw 
were scattered on the floor. Ferron carried a lamp, and 
he at once measured six steps to the right, and struck sharp- 
ly on the wall, in a direct line, about four feet above the 
pavement. A loose brick fell out, and on closely examin- 
ing the aperture a rusty spring was discovered. For sever- 
al moments this re^ed to move, and the terrible fear came 
to Chastain that, after all, he would be unable to save his 
revered fiiend. 

Another effort was made; another, and another, without 
success. At length it occurred to him to pour a few drops 
of oil from the lamp on the rusty steel; he did so, and after 
a few more minutes it slowly yielded beneath his pressure, 
and a solid section of the wall glided around as if upon a 
pivot. A dark evening was revealed, from which wound 
a flight of rough steps cut in the rocky foundation over 
which the mansion was built. 

They cautiously descended, and stood in a circular vault 
about twenty ifeet in circumference, with small openings in 
the wall, evidently made for the admission of air. A table 
and an iron lamp, corr,oded by damp, gave evidence that the 
place had once been occupied, and again hasty preparations 
were made for the reception of a new tenant. 
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Such articles as were absolatelj necessary were conveyed 
to the vault, and Chastain returned to the apartments above 
for M. Lefevre. So much time bad been consumed in these 
preparations that they were in momentaiy expectation of 
the summons to open to those who came to search, not only 
into the mysteries of the house, but to sound the heart of 
its owner. 

With some effort M- Lefevre descended into the vault, 
and after supplying him with a light, and the writing ma- 
terials he asked for, Claude unwillingly left him, with the 
assurance that so soon as the house was freed from his in- 
truding visitors he would return and release him from his 
subterranean confinement. It was almost with a feeling 
of horror that he saw the pivot turn slowly, and heard the 
click of the spring, as the wall closed over his old friend, 
and shut him in his narrow chamber. 

The brick was carefully replaced, and the two actors in 
the scene had scarcely turned the key in the lock of the cel- 
lar, when a thundering knock resounded through the house, 
and a voice of authority demanded admittance in the name 
of the law and the Church. Chastain hurried to his usual 
reception room, and concealed the key in a drawer, among 
some loose papers, while Ferron admitted the visitors. 

These were two brothers of the Dominican order, clad in 
long sweeping black robes, and with their cowls so closely 
drawn over their faces as to prevent recognition. A sign 
from one of them revealed the presence of the abbot, and 
Ferron returned it by a look of intelligence which assured 
him that all was right. A significant gesture toward the 
fioor informed the priest that too critical a search must not 
be made in that direction, and the visitors, with noiseless 
steps, glided into the presence of the owner of the house. 

In this brief interval Chastain had acquired perfect self- 
command, and he arose with dignity to receive them. As 
he offered' them seats, he courteously said, 

" Holy Fathers, to what circumstance am I indebted for 
the honor of this visit! I trust that I am free from the 
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suspicions which, of late, seem to surround even the most 
devout Catholics with danger." 

" And not without cause, when so many of the children 
of the true faith suffer ahominations, in the shape of heretic- 
al untruths, to unsettle their belief in that holy imitj, the 
Church of God, o'ne and indivisible, as it was established 
by his Son on earth. Claude Chastain, you are accused, 
first, of too great intimiacy with the family of the recusant, 
Lefevre ; and, in the second place, of having employed a 
clerk of that accursed and rebellious sect which takes pleas- 
ure in perverting the truths of that faith whereby the soul 
of man alone may live." 

Chastain respectfully, but firmly replied, 

" To the first chaise, permit me to say that M. Lefevre 
has been the friend of my family fh)m my earliest remem- 
brance. Although differing in religious belief, my father . 
maintained an uninterrupted intimacy with him, and it was 
not in him regarded as a crime. Why, then, shall the son 
be held answerable for the veneration and respect he cher- 
ishes for one whom he has been taught to love jfrom boy- 
hood I I regard M. Lefevre as a second father, and I deny 
the right of any tribunal to dictate to me in an affair in 
which my own heart is alone concerned. As to Jean Fer- 
ron, he came to me strongly recommended for ability and 
honesty, and as those are the first considerations in employ- 
ing a person of his class, I engaged him." 

There was both dignity and fearlessness in the manner of 
the young advocate, and the abbot more courteously replied, 

"It is not our purpose either to annoy or to dictate to 
you, M. Chastain. We have received such information as 
rendered a domiciliary visit to your house necessary; but 
before proceeding to search your papers for such among 
them as we need, we wish to hav.e a few words with this 
Ferron, to admonish him of his errors." 

Chastain sounded a bell which summoned Ferron, and he 
came in with a counterfeit presentment of alarm that was 
inimitable. He listened to t£e questions and rebukes of the 
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priest with an air of frightened hnmilitj, and, with apparent 
sincerity, promised to pray for enlightenment on the subject 
of his religious belief. After pledging himself to visit the 
brethren at the cathedral daily, for instructions in the Rom- 
ish doctrines, he was dismissed with a reprimand, and the 
abbot proceeded to accomplish what was really the object of 
his visit. 

"M. Chastain," he said, "it is known to the Church 
that you are more extensively employed by the Huguenot 
proprietors than any other advocate in the city ; why, I 
leave your own conscience to answer, as we have too much 
to do in punishing the openly rebellious to be very strict 
with those who still maintain outward conformity, as you 
do. It has become our duty to examine the.contents of the 
boxes and drawers in this room, and remove from your 
custody such documents as it may seem good to us. As 
our authority is unquestionable, you dare not resist." 

But Chastain did resist. He protested against this inva- 
sion of the rights of others in vain. The visitors proceeded 
as coolly in their search as if he had accorded the most 
gracious permission to do so. Every receptacle was opened ; 
and deeds that had been placed with him for safe keeping by 
their unfortunate owners, were destroyed in his sight. 

Many of the Huguenot proprietors, though ruined them- 
selves, and forced to sell their estates for a mere tithe of 
their value, still desired the preservation of the title-deeds, 
in the fond hope that a brighter day would yet dawn upon 
their descendants, and in the future the lands now so ruth- 
lessly wrested from themselves might be reclaimed by their 
children. But their far-seeing persecutors were resolved to 
frustrate this hope, and their papers were seized and destroy- 
ed wherever they could be found. 

Chastain knew that he could claim no redress for this 
outrage ; but his spirit was chafed at the necessity of sub- 
emission to it. As his eyes followed the motions of those 
dark figures, searching jealously into every private nook, he 
felt a deeper loathing enter his soul toward men claiming to 
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have received the spirit of Christ through an unbroken suc- 
cession, who thus unblusliinglj violated every right of their 
fellow-beings. 

At length the abbot found what he came most especially 
to seek. The will of M. Lescure, the kinsman of Mademoi- 
selle Altenbeig, had been transferred to Chastadn, together 
with family papers of importance ; and these the priest took 
possession of. Many documents belonging to other families 
were destroyed, and. then a cursory survey of the chambers 
was made. With a warning to Chastain to be more rigid 
in the observances of the Church, and less ready to become 
the agent of the Protestants in future, the two departed. 

Before doing so, Chastain could not refrain from giving 
them the assurance that he would never again accept the 
charge of deeds of any kind, since the right to preserve them 
for their owners was denied to him. The abbot bore with 
this for the present; he wished to be lenient until such 
proofe- against the young man had accumulated as must 
render his defection a certainty, and the necessity of mak- 
ing him an example to others, by the severity of his punish- 
Inent, be forced on those in authority. 

A ren^ade to his Church stirred up all the hostile rancor 
of the priest's nature, for it showed that an honest mind 
and clear intellect had fathomed the hoUowness and un- 
soundness of that mighty ecclesiastical fabric which sought 
to monopolize the power of the whole earth by any means 
except those taught by Him whose image they cause their 
followers to worship, without seeking to inculcate one feel- 
ing of genuine respect for the beauty of holiness that inspired 
all his teachings. 

And this monstrous shadow of crime, idolatry, and per- 
secjition, claims to be the only true Church ! Verily, if the 
All Powerful can not find a purer medium through which 
to transfuse his grace, it were better to leave mankind to 
their own instincts of right, for they would be a more re- 
liable guide. 

Chastain hastened immediately to the cellar,. and with 
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trembling bands toucbed tbe spring. It unclosed, to bis 
great relief, for a vague apprebension bad seized bim tb&t it 
migbt refuse to yield to bis toucb. *M. Lefevre osat absorbed 
in painful tbougbt, but at tbe sound of Claude's voice be 
arose and prepared to leave tbe vault. 

'' Did you find tbe time long 1" asked tbe young man. 

" I do not know — ^I can not tell. Time lags so beavily 
witb me now tbat minutes seem as bours. Tbe joy of my 
life is ended, Claude ; and bencefortb tbe stem sense of duty 
alone must sustain me in tbe tbomy patb I am called to 
tread. I do not rebel — blessed be His name, wbo bas found 
me wortby to suffer in bis sacred cause ! But wbat was 
done by tbe priests % I listened in vain for tbem in tbe cel- 
lar above." 

"Tbeir only object was to seize tbe deeds wbicb bave 
been confided to my care," replied Cbastain, bitterly. " In 
tbe last bour tbey bave destroyed tbe titles of property wortb 
a million of livres, wbicb bas passed, by force or fraudulent 
purcbase, into tbe possession of tbe Papists. And tbis, too, 
I must tamely bear at tbe command of tbe priestbood. I 
tell you, the spirit of manbood must be crusbed out of me 
if I submit to tbis grinding oppression of soul and body 
mucb longer." 

" Calm your indignation, Claude ; its indulgence will only 
make you rasb; and, in your present position, you must 
employ a portion of tbe guile of tbe serpent, as well as bis 
wisdom, to escape the snares tbat encompass you." 

Tbe two returned to tbe upper apartment, and Cbastain 
insisted tbat bis old friend should lie on bis couch and seek 
repose. M. Lefevre submitted, but the restlessness of bis 
soul would not be quelled. He said, 

"I must leave this place as soon as possible, Claude. 
Only in action can I find healing for tbe deadly mental pain 
tbat consumes me. But little time remains to me in wbicb 
to perform tbe solemn duties I assumed last night, and I 
must be about my mission speedily." 

Their consultation ended, as Ferron bad anticipated, in 
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a summbns to him to j«in it Chastain himself suggested 
that his clerk should seek Laval, and, with his assistance, 
get M. Lefevre safe out of Nismes. It pained Claude to 
think of the precarious and unsettled life his old friend was 
ahout to embrace; but he trusted that a few more weeks 
would enable them all to escape from their present thralldom, 
and seek an a^lum in a foreign land. 

Ferron willingly agreed to perform the service required 
of him, and he strongly expressed his fears that his position 
toward, the priests would render it expedient that he too 
should seek a refuge among the Huguenots. It was decided 
that, on the coming night, he should endeavor to open a 
communication with Laval, and inform him of the strait in 
which M. Lefevre was placed. This arranged, Chastain, 
with a beating heart, prepared to visit his imprisoned bride. 

H 



CHAPTER XIL 

When Irene again unclosed her eyes and looked around 
with intelligence, she beheld a tall figure bending over her, 
clad in a half monastic dress, in whom she recognized her 
cousin, the young heiress of Montour. She had often seen 
her before, but they had been permitted to hold no inter- 
course with each other. 

The figure of Bertha de Montour arose above the medium 
height of her sex, and possessed fi matured dignity seldom 
found in a girl of twenty. Her expressive face had the 
same decided character stamped upon it; and critically 
beautiful as an artist must have found her accurately chis- 
eled features, he would yet have been far from feeling at- 
tracted by them, for there was no soft or womanly charm 
in their expression. Her complexion was a clear pale olive, 
with a profusion of raven hair wound in picturesque folds 
around her head. Her eyes were large, black, and full of 
fiery resolution ; and her mouth, that unerring index to the 
inner life, closed with a firmness that almost marred the 
beauty of the finely curved lips. 

Mademoiselle de Montoiir wore a flowing robe of black 
6ilk, with wide loose sleeves, which displayed her rounded 
arms and finely formed hands. Her dress Was confined at 
the waist by a cincture set with gems, that fastened in front 
with a clasp of diamonds. From this hung a rosary of em- 
eralds, from which a heavy gold cross was suspended. 

Irene gazed at her from beneath her half closed eyelids, 
but she found nothing to hope for — nothing to love, in that 
sternly beautiful face; and she turned to another person 
that sat upon the only seat the room contained. 

This was an erect, haughty-looking man, past the me- 
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ridian of life, with an expression of ascetic severity that 
was almost repulsive. His stately form looked as unyield- 
ing as if moulded of iron, and Irene felt that it only sym- 
bolized the unbending spirit within. She grew heart-sick 
as she gazed on the two beings into whose power she had 
fallen ; and again closing her eyes, a deep convulsive sigh 
issued from her lips. 

An aromatic sponge was held to her mouth by the hand 
of her couan, and a clear, measured voice said, 

" She slowly recovers, father. I think she will soon be 
able to speak." 

The Sieur de Montour arose, and, approaching the couch, 
looked down on the pale face of his niece. He seemed 
moved by some unwonted emotion as he said, 

" I see before me the features of my own race, but so 
strangely blended with the expression of her fisither, that it 
is difficult to tell which parent my niece most resembles. I 
would that she had the look of neither, that the treachery 
practiced by both friend and sister might not be hourly re- 
called by her fac6. Yet, sj^e of this unhappy likeness, if 
I can bring her back to the right path— if I can save her 
soul from the torments of everlasting punishment, I will 
take her to my heart as my own." 

"We can doubtless do that, father; for truth must pre- 
vail, and my cousin is young. She has heard but one side 
of the momentous question ; her mind mi^st be open to con- 
viction. Let us first win her bac^ to life, and then we can 
give to her the life of life — the true faith, through which 
alone the immortal soul may be saved from perdition." 
. Irene here unclosed her eyes, and asked for water. Ber- 
tha^ with more tenderness than might have been expected 
of her, held a cup of wine to the lips of the exhausted girl, 
from which she eagerly drank. Food was then offered her, 
of which she, with effort, ate a few morsels. A little re- 
vived, she earnestly regarded the two beside her, and trem- 
ulously asked, 

" What can you tell me of my father? Did he perish in 
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the flames I saw last night? Ah ! that awful pang caused 
mj insensibility." 

Her uhcle replied, without even a tone of sjrmpathj vi- 
brating in his hard yoice, 

^^ Niece, it is as well to tell you the truth at once, for 
you must eventually hear it, and you have none of your 
mother's blood in your veins if you have not courage to 
bear it." 

'^ Tell me the worst ; I can endure it," she faintly re- 
plied. 

'' Last night, while the dragoons sought sleep in their own 
quarters, Lefevre, moved by the spirit of contumacy that 
has always ruled him, must have set fire to the chateau, and 
probably perished in the flames, for nq, trace of him is to be 
found." 

Irene clasped her hands over her face, and her frame 
shivered with strong emotion at this confirmation of her 
worst fears. Her uncle drew his seat near her, and thought 
this as good a time as any to speak his true sentiments. 

" Doubtless * the way of the^transgressor is hard,' " he 
said, "and those who forsake the path pointed out by heav- 
enly authority must expect to be dealt sternly with. Many 
years have been granted your father in which to return to 
the Church, whose arms were ever open to receive him; 
but he blindly tumed from the light, and at length the con- 
suming anger of a just God has &dlen on him in its might. 
Niece, can you not in this see the hand of him who has said 
* vengeance is mine V " 

Irene sat erect upon her couch and removed her hands 
from her expressive face ; the fixed look of anguish had 
passed away, and in its place was an expression of indig- 
nant sorrow that almost touched the iron spirit of De Mon- 
tour. 

"No, monsieur, I can not — I do not. No martyr to ' 
whom saintly honors are rendered in your Church ever pos- 
sessed more of the spirit of faith, humility, and Christian 
kindness than my beloved father. He walked uprightly 
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before men, and sought to do good service to bis Divine 
Master by implicitij obe3ring his commands. The spirit. of 
Christ bore witness with his spirit that he was indeed a 
son of God ; and as such, if he perished by that terrible 
death, he has been received into the home of the 'just made 
perfect.' " 

A shadow swept over the stem face of the listener, and 
he asked, 

'^ Do you then utterly repudiate the requirements of the 
Church established by Christ himself, and venerable alike 
from its origin and its traditional authority "? How can a 
true believer dare to separate himself from its communion, 
and set up his own individual opinion In opposition to the 
wisdom of ages 1" 

" Unde, truth and purity are mightier than all the in- 
ventions of man, for they are of God ; and he has given us 
a Book by which to test the pretensions of those who claim 
to monopolize the mercy of Heaven. ' Come unto me all 
ye that labor and are heavy laden,' says the All Father, 
and those of my faith oboy^ the injunction, without seeking 
the intervention of a human being, often more stained with 
sin than the penitent himself." 

"Irene," replied De Montour, sternly, "you are yet in 
the ' gall of bitterness, and the bond of iniquity,' and means 
must be found to convince you of your errors. I have made 
a sacred vow to the Virgin that your soul shall be rescued 
from the sin of heresy, and it must be kept. Incline your 
heart to the teadiings of wisdom, my child, and peace and 
earthly honors shall crown your lot. Eefuse the ministra- 
tions of grace, and my hand shall no longer be outstretched 
to save you from the severe penalties decreed against those 
who willfully close their eyes to the light, and grope in 
blindness of heart until they stumble on destruction both of 
soul and body." 

Irene sank back, overcome by weakness, and she said, 

"Uncle, my heart is sorrowful, and my nerves are un- 
strung ; but the living faith taught me by both my parents, 
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is, in this hour, toy best support. If you really regard my 
happiness let me keep it, for it is &r more precious to me 
than gold or earthly honors." 

<< Unhappy, mistaught child!" he compassionately mur- 
mured. ^< How shall I bring you back to a knowledge of 
the truth ? Your indifference to the everlasting welfare of 
your soul fills me with pity for your willful blindness." 

Irene saw that he was really moved, and she took the 
hand that rested on her couch in her own, and pressing it 
softly, asked, with earnest emphasis, 

" Uncle, is there but one avenue to the mercy of Grodi 
Shall there be permitted no diversity of opinion as to the 
portal by which we must enter upon that road ! ^ The mer- 
cy of God endureth forever ;' why, then, shall man limit it 
to one creed, when the Creator himself has made his tshil- 
dren to differ so widely in mind and experience?" 

" God does not permit us to reason on this mysterious and 
difficult question. We must listen to the teachings of those 
authorized by divine authority to expound his will ; and he 
jyho sets up his own judgment against the commands of the 
Church, in my opinion commits the unpardonable sin." 

An expression he could not understand quivered on the 
pale lips of the young girl ; and after a pause she asked, 

" Uncle, do you remember the words of Cicero, after he 
was invested with the dignity of an augur?" 

" I can not recall them just now : how can they apply in 
the present case ?" 

" He said that it was a matter of surprise to him how one 
augur could refrain from laughing in the face of another, 
when they knew how deceptive were the religious ceremo- 
nies th.ey practiced with such gravity. In like manner, it 
seems to me the priests of the Romish Chm^ch must often 
smile over the results of the fanatical faith they inculcate. 
I have been taught to discriminate between the errors to 
which they cling as part of their system, and the simple wor- 
ship of the Great Jehovah. To the last will I remain true, 
through eveiy trial and temptatioiu" 
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^'We shall find means to test that," rqilied De Mon- 
tour, dryly, as he arose with an offended air, and prepared 
to leaye the room* ^' My daughter wiU remain with yon, 
and she has brought with her a little book to read aloud 
to you. From its pages the germs of truth may be im- 
planted so deeply in your soul as yet to bear fruit in abund- 
ance." 

As the door closed on his retiring figure Bertha turned 
from the window, at which she had hitherto stood an atten- 
tive listener to their conversation. She drew the seat op- 
posite to Irene, and after attentively examining her features, 
slowly said, 

" It will be a contest of will between us, couran ; but, if 
I am a judge of character, I shall come off the conqueror." 

'< If it were only a trial of will you might do so ; but it 
is also one of prindple," was the quiet response. " My be- 
lief is not a matter of education alone, but the result of a 
strong internal conviction of right." 

" There is but one saving faith," replied Bertha, with en- 
ergy. " Thwefore there should be but one Church ; and to 
that I intend to bring you a penitent for your past disbelief 
in its infallibility." 

" There is but one way, I admit," replied Irene, in a low, 
reverend tone. '^ '/ am the way and the life,' said Christ, 
and I am already one of his humblest followers." 

"Let us not argue," said Bertha, imperiously; "I wish 
to give you words of more authority than my imperfect rea- 
soning may convey. Promise me to listen attentively to 
what I shall read to you, and reflect seriously upon it." 

" I will do my best ; but my poor head is not in the 
clearest state for what you require." 

^' No matter ; with the blessing of God your heart will be 
touched, and, in time, your reason convinced. Irene Lefe- 
vre, until this morning we have never exchanged a word 
with each other, and the tie of blood which unites us I have 
been taught to consider as naught ; yet, doubt me if you vnll, 
I declare to you that, if by so doing I could rescue you from 
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the delosiTe errors in which you have been educated, I would 
give my right hand to be consumed by a slow fire, I would 
walk barefoot to the holy shrine at Jerusalem, or perform 
any rigorous penance demanded by the Church I reverence 
as the visible presence of God on earth. All this I would 
not do because we are relatives, but simply to win back 
one deluded creature to the only way of salvation for her 
immortal soul." 

In the excitement of speaking she arose, and her striking 
figure assumed a more miyestic aspect ; the natural paleness 
of her complexion deepened with emotion, and she looked 
like a noble statue suddenly warmed with life and passion. 
The fire of enthusiasm burned in her large lustrous eyes^ and 
the stem severity of expression on those youthful features 
stamped hei^ as the very incarnation of the intolerant and 
fanatical fiuth in which she had been strictly instructed. * 
Irene felt repelled by the strange character of her beauty : 
she asked, 

"Bertha, can you see nothing worthy the acceptance of 
God beyond the pale of the Romish Church f 

Nothing I" was the emphatic response. " Its authority is 
divine, and they who refuse to acknowledge it are not true 
followers of Him who was slain that we might live. And 
oh, for so many slain in vain I Terrible, terrible thought !" 

She knelt and prayed devoutly several moments, pressing 
the cross at her girdle to her ips; heart, and brow; then 
rising, she more calmly said, 

"Believing, as I do, that every soul that dies beyond the 
pale of holy Mother Church must perish everlastingly, it be- 
comes my duty to endeavor by every means in my power to 
bring you back to the right path, or I shall be found an un- 
faithful servant to the beneficent Being who has given me 
a true perception of the right, while from so many others it 
has been mysteriously withheld." 

Irene thought of the spirit of the Pharisee, who thanked 
God that he was not as other men are ; but she made no re- 
ply, and Bertha drew from the pocket of her dress a vel- 
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vet-bound volume clasped with gold, and unclosed the gor- 
geously illuminated leaves. It contained the doctrines of the 
Bomish Church, in a modified form, addressed to the more 
cultivated classes, and the revolting superstitions which de- 
form a faith once pure found no place among its teachings. 
Had this indeed been the true manual of the Papists, the 
seoeders could have found little to reform ; but the listener 
was too well instructed in the abuses which a long series of 
ages have accumulated under the sway of an ambitious and 
corrupt priesthood, resolved to rule men through the most 
potent of all authority, the fear of eternal punishment. 
Through this medium all men are accessible, for the words 
of one of the great Reformers of that age are not less true 
than beautiful: '^The belief in the existence of a God is 
never difficult to the good man, and in the greatest atheist 
that lives the heart has always something far removed from 
the irreligion of the intellect." 

Bertha read with clear and correct emphasis, and, inter- 
ested as she waB in her task, her voice assumed a tone of 
pathos that touphed the wounded heart she was so anxious 
to influence. Irene listened with half closed eyes, from which 
the tears she could no longer keep back welled slowly forth. 
The reader hailed them as signs of contrition, and thought 
in her heart that her heretic cousin would not be a very 
difficult conquest. Bertha forgot how much that deeply- 
tried girl had endured within the past twenty-four hours, 
or, in spite of her fanaticism, she must have felt that the 
inner light which sustained her was too genuine to need 
purification at a Romish shrine. Irene felt that to Grod 
himself she must go with the great burden of her sorrow ; 
that, to be efficient, his mercy must come through no meaner 
medium to her poor lacerated heart. 

Deprived, as she believed, of both her parents ; her hcmie 
a ruin ; her lately wedded lord compelled to conceal the tie 
that united them until a more propitious moment arrived ; 
her brother &r away, perhaps slain in fighting the battles of. 
that king whose coptimands thus laid desolate all that was 
H2 
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dear to hhn, Irene had no refuge, save in the compasdon of 
that Being of infinite mercy who has promised to be ever 
near his children when they call on him. 
^At lei^h Bertha closed the book, and abmptly asked, 

^< Have I xvead to you any thing contrary to the belief yon 
profess t" 

<' Nothing. The complicity of Grospel truth I have only 
heard itam your lips to-day. If that volume were a sin- 
cere exposition of the dogmas of your Church, it would 
be a model of Christian purity ; but, alas I we both know 
that such is not the case. Let us not argue^ Bertha; I 
am in no condition to do so. I am feeble and suffering. 
There is a pain in my heart, so sharp, so oppressive that I 
must have solitude in which to supplicate for help to bear 
it." 

Bertha arose and regarded her attentively. 

" You suffer thus, Irene, because you are uncertain as to 
the fate of your deceased parents. They may be writhing 
in the flames of purgatory, with no one to intercede for 
them. Could it now avail them, I would order masses to 
be said for the repose of their souls ; but, alas ! it is too 
late. Take warning, I beseech you, and save your own soul 
before a similar fate overtakes you." 

" Is it not enough," Altered the unhappy girl, " that I am 
left desolate on earth without holding up before me so ter* 
rible a picture as you have conjured up t I reject the faith 
that so ingeniowdy tortures the living, and denies to the 
most holy One himself the privilege of showing mercy to- 
ward those who bore the persecutions of evil men — ^who even 
perished by them sooner than deny his truth before the 
world. The inspired Psalmist says, *No man may deliver 
his brother, nor make agreement unto God for him ;* there- 
fore I believe not io the efficaqyr of such intercession. Ber- 
tha, you are hard and cruel ; wedded to the fanaticism which 
the priests have carefully inculcated, you have learned to 
stifle even the instincts of humanity. Leave me to solitude ; 
it is all I now ask of you." 
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Her cousin fieemed unmoyed by the passionate grief ex- 
pressed in the tones of her voice. She calmly said, 

''Time will teach you to be more just to me, Irene. I 
•am actuated by a spirit of duty, which, with me, is para- 
mount to eyery other <»nsideration. I can bear to be 
judged hardly when I feel assured that the hour must ar- 
rive in which you wiU thank me for my efforts in your 
behalf, and acknowledge that I have been your best friend. 
I wi4 leave you as you desire, but I will send in my place 
one better able to convince you of the errors into which you 
have been led." 

"Oh, let me rest; let me be alone," pleaded the worn- 
out girl. ** If you would have me live, and retain my rea- 
son, give me time to think — to ask help where it is never 
refused." 

'' Now, wh^i your heart is softened by affliction, is the 
time to win you over to the truth. It must not be left to 
harden itself in its own convictions of error. He who 
comes to you is a holy man of God, and therefore well fit- 
ted to ^ve such consolations as the afflicted need." 

B^*tha mijestically swept out of the room, and in a few 
moments the door again unclosed, and the father confessor 
<^ the household entered, with bowed head, and hands de- 
voutly clasped over a vase of holy water, from which he 
made the ogn of the cross upon the pallid brow of Irene, 
and then placed it on the altar, making a deep genuflection 
before the picture of the Virgin that hung above it. 

The priest was a small, indolent-looking man, past mid- 
dle age, with nothing of that stem severity of expression 
which characterized the Sieur de Montour ; and it was evi- 
dent that sympathy of nature was not the tie which attract- 
ed the two toward each other. He sat down beside the 
couch, and in a drawling tone commenced a homily that « 
might have been addressed to a sjnod of Huguenot minis- 
ters, but was certcUnly not calculated to touch the heart, or 
enlighten the understanding of one unversed in the deep 
mysteries of theol<^. 
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At first, Irene listened wearilj, scarcely making an effort 
to comprehend ; but soon his monotonous tones produced a 
lulling effect, and in spite of the pain that gnawed at her 
heart-strings, nature asserted its sway over her tired body 
and mind, and she slumbered lightly, with the sound of his 
voice still droning in her ears. 

Satisfied with his own eloquence, the chaplain went on, 
oblivious- of the inattention of his auditor, until a rap on the 
door recalled him from the nethermost Tartarus into which 
he had hurled the souls of all heretical unbelievers. It un- 
closed to admit the Sieur de Montour, who coldly said to 
his niece, as she started up on his entrance, 

" I trust .that the efforts of the abbe to soften your heart 
have not been as unavailing as those of myself and my 
daughter. Niece, a friend of your family requests an inter- 
view with you, and as he is not one likely to encourage your 
wanderings fi:om the true fedth, I did not like to refuse him 
without first consulting you. M. Chastain wishes to see 
you." 

A bright glow flashed into the colorless cheeks, and as 
quickly faded ; tears filled her eyes as she said, 

" Claude here ! May I indeed see him, uncle V* 

" Certainly, if it is your wish. Do you think you can 
walk with me to our usual sitting-room 1" 

She answered by rising at once, but her head grew dizzy, 
and with some appearance of kindness, her uncle put forth 
his arm and steadied her faltering steps until they entered 
an apartment elegantly fitted up at the other extremity of 
the building. 

Within it sat Bertha and Chastain, endeavoring to keep 
up something like conversation while awaiting the appear- 
ance of Irene. The manner of the fair chatelaine was 
courteous, though haughty in the extreme ; for she looked 
upon the young advocate a& one of £ar inferior position to 
her own, and also regarded him as one who had compro- 
mised his rigid adherence to the Bomish faith by the toler- 
ation he was known to cherish toward ^e Reformers. Had 
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Bertha known the true relation he sustained toward Irene 
she would have spumed the thought of such a misalliance, 
even on the part of her Huguenot cousin, with imperious 
scorn. 

, With a quickly beating heart Chastain listened to every 
approaching footstep, and tried to control his own feelings 
so far as to prevent any outward show of them before those 
in whose presence the meeting must take* place. When 
Irene entered, and he saw in her changed features the evi- 
dence of the deep suffering she had lately borne, he would 
have given all his worldly possessions to be able to clasp 
her to his heart, and whisper that her father yet lived, but 
he felt the imperative necessity of concealing every out- 
ward expression of any deeper feeling than the interest of 
a friend ; and only by one. lightning glance of the eyes did 
the two, so strangely wedded, gain a glimpse into the heart 
of the other. Chastain bowed low over the hand he clasped - 
with a firm, strong pressure, which told what was passing 
in his heart. A few conmionplace sentences were uttered, 
and the two began to feel how unsatisfactory such an inter- 
view must be, when a servant entered and presented a note 
to M. de Montour. He recognized the writing of the ab- 
bot, and, with a brief excuse, unclosed it and read the fol- 
lowing words : 

"Lefevre is not dead as we supposed, but is now con- 
cealed in the house of Chastain. The latter will doubtless 
seek your niece to give her the information of her father's 
safety ; and I particularly request that they may be left to 
believe themselves alone with each other, while a sedulous 
watch is kept upon them. I fear that Chastain has faltered 
in his faith, and for the sake of this fair face he has become 
an apostate. I am collecting evidence against him which 
hourly becomes more conclusive. If such should prove the 
fact, I will make him such an example as to deter others 
from his sacrilegious course." 

The Sieur de Montour read these lines, and the suspi- 
cions to which they gave rise infused a feeling of malignant 
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anger toward one even supposed capable of falHng 9,yr^j 
from the faith in which he had been carefully instructed. 
He arose^ and leaving the room, summoned his daughter to 
accompany him. 

As this was a favor altogether unexpected, both Irene 
and Ghastain regarded it with surprise, but the young man 
hastened at once to avail himself of the freedom from observ- 
ation he supposed himself to enjoy. He drew Irene to his 
heart) and the tears she could no longer repress flowed un- 
checked upon the breast that yearned for the power to 
shield her from every future sorrow. 

"My life, my love, look up!" he tenderly murmured. 
"Your father did not. perish in the flames his own hand 
kindled. He is with me, Irene; he shall yet escape the 
dangers that surround him. The God we worship will yet 
reunite us all in a land where the free utterance of our opin- 
ions will not be a crime." 

" My dear father safe !" she exclaimed. " Oh, Claude, 
that knowle<^ of itself is happiness amidst all I have to 
bear! With you and my father to live for, I can be brave 
to endure such trials as Heaven may send until the hour 
of deliverance arrives*" 

" That hour shall surely come, my sweet Irene— my dar- 
ling, precious wife. Oh, I scarcely yet dare to whisper that 
sacred name to myself! It seems a dream that I am really 
entitled to call you such." 

Irene extricated herself from his embrace, and motioned 
him to a seat, as she whispered, 

"They will leave us alone but a few more moments. 
Should my uncle return he would be terribly scandalized, 
and niy position here be rendered more difficult than at pres- 
ent, should he suspect any interest between us deeper than 
that of friendship. They seem stem and hard, but I do not 
think they will be really unkind to me. Even if they should 
Jbe, Qlaude, I now have a spring of hope in my heart which 
will enable me to sustain any amount of persecution they 
may inflict upon me." 



THS HUGTXBNOr EXILES. • 183 

Ghastain sat down beside her, and made her describe the 
exact position of her room, and he rejoiced to find that it 
overlooked the precipice on which the chateau was built, 
as it would probably be more accessible from that point 
when it became necessary for her to join him in his flight 
He gave her a ball of coarse thread, at the end of Which 
was fastened a small square of stone, sufficiently heavy to 
steady it in its descent, and requested her nightly to let it 
down from her window. He hoped thus to secure commu* 
nication with her, for he knew that many visits to her. would 
not be permitted, even if they would not lead to suspicions 
he dared not meet. 

Ghastain rapidly unfolded his plans so far as they were 
matured ; but, as yet, all was vague and uncertain before 
him. Irene listened with all her heart in her eyes, and 
Glaude thought that she had never before been half so in* 
teresting, half so dearly beloved, as in that constrained morn- 
ing interview. 

At the end of half an hour the Sieur de Montour returned, 
completely bafiled. Before he had been able to explain to 
his daughter the cause of their retreat fit)m the saloon, the 
brief embrace of the lovers was ended, and frx>m/the guarded 
tone of their conversation, when he condescended to place 
his own august person on watch, he learned nothing satis- 
&ctory. Irene sat in such a position that he could not see 
her expressive face, which would inevitably have betrayed 
more than she cared that others should read ; that of Ghas- 
tain indicated care and anxiety, as well as deep interest; 
but these betrayed nothing more than was naturally to be 
expected from one in the presence of the daughter of an old 
friend, placed in so painful a position as that occupied by 
Irene Lefevre. 

After a few courteous words they parted, and M. de 
Montour reconducted his niece to her prison, and locked 
her in, with the parting assurance that after dinner the 
abb^ would renew his religious instructions. She received 
the intimation calmly, for she now believed herself armed 
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against all the annojaiices they conld bring to bear against 
her. 

No sooner did Irene find herself alone than she examined 
the window through which she hoped yet to find egress from 
her prison. It was a narrow frame, deeply imbedded in the 
jagged masonry ; and on tr3ring it, she found that it opened 
inwardly, like a door. By standing on the seat she elevated 
herself sufficiently to look down the precipice which it over- 
hung, and she shuddered as she beheld the rocky cliffs bee- 
tling Qver the country below, and thought of the danger of 
any attempt on the part of Claude to gain access to her by 
that medium. 

^ There was a sheer ascent of several hundred feet, only 
broken by an occasional ledge jutting beyond the rough sur- 
face, but at such intervals as to ofier a precarious foothold 
for one who might be daring enough to attempt the ascent. 
With a feeling of joyful gratitude she saw that by giving 
a vigorous impulse to the cord she could easily throw it 
clear of every obstruction, to the very foot of the precipice 
itself. 

Encouraged by this discovery, Irene again closed the win- 
dow and reclined on the couch until summoned to dine with 
the household in a lofty eating-hall, adorned with the family 
escutcheons and trophies firom the chase. Her uncle him- 
self conducted her to the table, and seated her, with great 
state, on the right hand of his daughter, while the abbe oc- 
cupied the left. 

It was a fast day, and a few meagre dishes only were 
served, of which they all sparingly partook. Bertha made 
no effort to converse, and from the few remarks that passed 
between the priest and the lord of the castle, Irene learned 
that more stringent orders from the court had been received, 
to extirpate heresy at any cost to the hapless men who re- 
fused absolute submission to the will of the monarch. 

The. face of Bertha lighted up with an expression of ex- 
ultation, and she said, as if speaking to ho^sdf, 

^< Let them perish — ^let them perish I Better even that 
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than to live to inculcate rebellion against the laws .of the 
great I Am." 

Irene shuddered as she looked on her in the pride of her 
youth and loveliness, so unsexed by the fierce fanaticism of 
her soul ; but her father regarded her approvingly, as he 
said, 

'^ Bight, my daughter. The king comprehends that it is 
best to strike at the root of the offense, and utterly extirpate 
this foul blot upon the Church. The end to be attained 
sanctifies the means." 

Shocked and wounded that such language should b^ used 
in her presence, Irene arose, and requested permission to re- 
tire to her own apartment. Her unde informed her that 
for one hour she was at liberty to walk on the terrace on 
which the windows of the saloon opened. At the end of 
that time he would reconduct her to her room himself. 

Glad of the permission, Irene went forth and sat down 
on the stone parapet which overlooked a formal parterre 
shaded by a few antique oaks. There, absorbed in melan- 
choly reflections, the time passed heavily away, until she 
was again summoned to her prison. There the chaplain 
renewed his lecture, catechised her as to her belief, and 
reprimanded her as one in authority. He ended by inform- 
ing her that it was the fixed intention of her uncle to prose- 
lyte her, or to place her in a convent to receive the severest 
discipline of the order. 

The young girl shuddered at this threat, but she did not 
waver in her trust in the power of Heaven to rescue her 
from this evil fate. Then she thought of her lover, and 
hope came to aid in sustaining her courage. 

While Irene was enduring this wearisome penance. Cap- 
tain Delmont was with her uncle, and could she have heard 
* what passed between them, her apprehensions would have 
been more seriously aroused as to the extent of his power. 
The wish of Delmont to make Mademoiselle Lefevre his 
bride had long been known to M. de Montour ; and it was 
. a desire on his own part to complete this union which had 
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induced him to interfere in the &te of his nieceM all. But 
for the love with which she had inspired a man he liked, 
Irene might have been given over to destruction^ without 
one pang to him ; but to win her from her £uth ; to give 
her to a Bomish lord, who would restore her to the right 
path, would be a triumph worth gaining ; and if she event- 
ually proved irreclaimable, he could at any time surrender 
her to the tender mercies of conventual rule. 

Before the two parted, De Montour had pledged himself 
to bestow the hand of his niece upon the young captain efe 
another month had passed away. That she would eventu- 
ally bend before his iron will, he had not a doubt ; he had 
been so long accustomed to exact implicit obedi^ioe from 
all around him, that it seemed impossible for a feeble and 
defenseless girl to brave his authority, especially when he 
possessed absolute power to control her destiny for good or 
evil. What Irene herself might think or feel was a matter 
of comparative indifference to him. He would act as he 
considered best for her temporal and eternal welfare, and 
she must reconcile herself to the necessity of her position as 
she best could. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

When Laval awoke from his brief slumbers, it was several 
moments before he could recall the events that had recently 
occurred ; but soon they all came crowding on his mind, 
and he arose and proceeded to attend to the business before 
him. He fed the mule of the pastor, and then aroused the 
good man himself with the information that day was ap- 
proaching, and he must be far on his journey before the 
sun climbed above the hills. 

M. Lecroix arose from his rough couch, invigorated by 
the few hours of repose he had enjoyed, and while he ate a 
barley cake which he took from his Valise, and drank a cup 
of cold water brought him by Laval, he scanned the wild 
scene the cavern presented with curious and pitiful eyes. ^ 

The dying torches gleamed fitfully over the walls, which 
by this weird illumination looked as if covered with shadowy 
visitants from some fairer land gliding down toward the 
wretched groups below, to offer such consolations as Heaven 
alone can give to hearts bleeding and lacerated as were those 
of the unhappy sleepers, who seemed to have fisdlen on any 
convenient spot, and sought such repose as might be ob- 
tained. 

The women had found secluded nooks in which to make 
up their couches, but the majority of the men and the elder 
children slept upon the bare ground, thankful even for a safe 
shelter from the dews of night and the pursuit of their ene- 
mies. 

The stalwart forms thus living in enforced idleness, the 
gaunt, strongly-marked faces, on which every variety of 
mental suffering was stamped, told a tale of woe that must 
have touched any heart claiming with them the common 
brotherhood of humanity. But that tie was repudiated by 
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their persecutors ; their fanatic zeal hunted them as beasts 
of the forest, and considered death, even bj the most terri- 
ble tortures, as too tender a doom for those who> dared to 
exercise the privilege of thinking for themselves. 

The pastor finished his frugal meal, and followed the for- 
ester toward the entrance. He paused beside a group hud- 
dled together, and, stretching forth his hands, uttered a fer- 
vent prayer for the rescue and preservation of the hapless 
beings awaiting there the means jof flying from their native 
land forever, glad to abandon eveiy earthly possession if life 
and reason could be preserved. 

A light form, with disheveled hair and streaming eyes, 
glided ^m the shelter of a pillar, and Lucille threw herself 
before him, and clasped his knees. 

<<Oh, good pastor I" she tremulously said, '^eave us not 
until you have obtained forgiveness for me £rom my father 
for the "cowardly act which brought all this misery upon us. 
My heart is broken by having incurred his displeasure as 
well as that of my heavenly Father." 

" Poor child, what can you have done that is considered 
so unpardonable V* asked the pastor. 

'< She has denied her Lord in the hour of temptation," re- 
plied Laval, sternly. " And although she is dearer to me 
than my own heart's blood, I feel that, in atonement for 
this sin, God will require of me the same sacrifice he de- 
manded of Abraham. The only difference will be that 
mine must be consummated, while the patriarch only un- 
derwent a severe trial of his faith." 

'^What can you mean?" asked M. Lecroix, as he gazed 
in surprise upon the gloomy brow and rapt expression of 
the forester. 

'^ Only that I feel myself to be one chosen to a peculiar 
lot, and the i^ture rises before me a phantom of such hor- 
ror as might freeze the blood in veins less fieiy than mine. 
Within the past few hours a vision of prophecy has come 
upon me with a power I can not resist. I behold the long 
vista of woe that stretches before us ending in the dim fu- 
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turitj in an ouiponrkig of blood that shall appal the nations 
of the earth : then will the retribution have fallen, and the 
destraction of my people be signally avenged. But — ^but 
the victim demanded of me will be my own precious one ; 
and, shrink as I may, this right hand must hurl her to de- 
struction." 

He stretched forth his trembling hand, and placed it on 
the head of the frightened girl. 

" Oh, fistther, you have not yet forgiven me 1" she mur- 
mured. " Twice last night you were on the eve of taking 
my life, and now you express the same intention. Dear 
pastor, intercede for me, that he may pardon my great fault. 
I am young ; I fear to die." 

" Child," said her father, solemnly, " you are safe from 
me, unless the Great God demands the sacrifice of me; then 
it must be rendered. If we escape the snares of our ene- 
mies, I will pardon you with all my heart, aind win forgive- 
ness for your recantation from Him whose holy cause you 
denied. But, should it be ordered otherwise— should the 
dragoons circumvent us, I warn you to make your peace 
with Grod, for I will with my own hand destroy you, sooner 
than suffer you to faU into the power of those who have no 
mercy on us. Go to your couch, Lucille, and jdelay not the 
pastor on his way ; time is precious to him." 

M. Lecroix placed his hands upon her bowed head, and 
blessed her. She then turned meekly toward her &ther, 
who seemed moved by a sudden impulse to snatch her to 
his heart, and he fervently said, 

" Only in the last extremity will I sacrifice you, my dar- 
ling ; and should it come to that, your fate will only be a 
prelude to my own." 

Comforted by this assurance of his unabated affection, 
liudlle returned to her recess, and Laval unclosed the door. 
The mule was without, awaiting his master, and a sentinel 
paced the narrow space in front of the entrance. 

The cool gray tints of early dawn revealed all the dan- 
gers pf the narrow path they must recross to gain the main 
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road ; and even the courageous heart of the pastor thrilled 
with emoticm as he looked down the chasm which it over- 
hung. Though the sharp outlines of the crags were veiled 
by the Alpine shrubs that rose as a solid wall of verdure 
from its sides, enough of the dangers below was visible to 
cause the soul to shrink fi*om the probabilitj of meeting 
death in that terrible shape. 

The mists were slowly rising from the cavernous depths, 
and every wreath that curled upward revealed a new phase 
of grandeur appalling to those perched upon the airy eleva- 
tion above. Commendi;ig himself to the mensy of Heaven, 
M. Lecroix gave« the reins to his trusty mule, and set out 
on the perilous descent toward the road : as they wound 
cautiously around the mountain path, he acknowledged that 
no fortress made by human hands could be more impr^- 
nable than this fortress thus isolated from the rest of the 
world. 

Not a word was spoken by either, until they gained the 
ravine in which the path terminated. Then the old man 
uttered an ejaculation of thanks, and Laval asked, 

"In what direction do you wish to be guided. Father 
Lecroix t" 

" Four milos hence, at the Eagle Pass, a friend wiU meet 
me, who has made arrangements for my farther progress 
toward Geneva." 

" And does the Pastor of the Desert contemplate remain- 
ing in that city of refuge 1" 

" By no means. My present mission is to seek our breth- 
ren in Holland on business of importance; and the route 
through Switzerland and Germany will be safest for me. 
That completed, I shall return to the field of my labors, to 
die at my old stand, if need be.'' 

. <^ That seems all that is \e£t to any of us now," replied 
Laval, gloomily, as he led the way into an opening barely 
wide enough for the mule to pass through. "The Lord 
has forsaken his people, and given them over to the spoiler 
and persecutor. The peaceful and the seditious are alike 
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driven forth from their homes, while every liherty dear to 
the soul of man is wrested from us. Why i^all we not de-> 
dare war to the knife, and, like trodden worms, at least 
sting the heel that crushes ust" 

*^ Because such' is not the Christian spirit, Laval. The 
ways of God are not as our ways ; and if we bear persecu- 
tion for his cause, he will in time gloriously reward us.'' 

Laval shook his head. 

^* It seems to me that there is a bound to endurance. In 
spite of the edicts against emigration our people find means 
to leave by thousands, and make homes in other lands. If 
those men would remain, would band together, and make 
their resistance felt, the government must be forced to re- 
spect their rights, to yield to their just demands.'* 

The pastor seemed to reflect on his words ; afler a pause, 
he said, 

^* The majority of those people feel that it is not good 
to do battle against the Lord's anointed. God, in his own 
good time, will turn the heart of the king, and justice will 
again be meted out to his people." 

" * Put not your trust in princes,' " said Laval, bitterly. 
^'I begin to ^nk, pastor, that the divine pretensions of 
such a king as ours are as hollow as the right the grasping 
and vidous priesthood claim to transmit the Holy Spirit 
of God through laying on thdr sin-stained hands. Much 
virtue must there have been in those of the poisoner Alex- 
ander the Sixth, besides many others I could name among 
the popes." 

^ For one of your station yon seem to be well read in 
history, Laval." 

^ Yes ; before the worst troubles came, M. Lefevre had 
a school in which his people were instructed, and books 
were loaned them which contained such information as 
would be useful to them. Education, he knew, diffused the 
right spirit of inquiry which the priests are so anxious to 
stifle. I thank Gk>d for the li^t given to me, and I mean 
to midce use of it. If I were permitted, I would serve Him 
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in quietness ; but since our enemies will not suffer that, I 
will go forth, like Isbmael of old, but not with my hand 
raised against every man. I will war only on those who 
cany a cross at their girdle, and do deeds of blood in the 
name -of a merciful God, while they pretend to be teachers 
of the doctrine of peace and good-will toward man." 

*^We have much to endure, but be not rash, my son. 
Bemember the words of St. Paul; he tells us, Hhat he 
who resists the higher powers resists God.' Civil war, 
even in defense of freedom of opinion, is a terrible thing ; 
and it should be the last resource of men really claiming 
the true spirit of Christ" 

" Our neighbors, the English, found ijb a good thing under 
old Oliver; and as long as Cromwell lived, he caused the 
rights of even French Protestants to be respected in some 
d^ree. It is only since his death that the king has com- 
pletely trampled us in the dust" 
. ^' He was indeed a great man ; but do you know that, 
on the restoration of Charles 11., his own countrymen in- 
sulted his remains and execrated his memory! If such 
was the reward of a Reformer like CromweU, what do you 
suppose would be that of one in your position, who should 
venture to defy those in authority I" 

^' If conquered, tortures and death," he promptly replied. 
" But as I have already incurred those penalties, it matters 
little if something more were added to the charges on which 
the priests would condemn me. Yesterday morning I arose 
at peace with all mankind, though I will not deny that I 
have long carried a sore heart in my bosom, on account of 
the cruelties practiced against my brethren. But I am only 
a poor peasant ; I could do nothing to bridle the power of 
those men ; and I forbore even to express my indignation, 
for the sake of those who are dependent upon me. Busi- 
ness called myself and my wife from home, and I left my 
daughter in charge of my cottage ; she innocently sat in 
the twilight, and chanted a psalm when the host came by. 
From that simple and natural act sprang all that followed; 
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an act of pure devotion on the part of a young diild has 
made me an outlaw, with all the desperate feelings that 
should actuate such an one. What the injustice of man 
may make of me in the future, Grod alone can tell, for there 
is a dark spirit seething within me that makes me fear my- 
self." 

The pastor gazed compassionately upon the working feat- 
ures of the speaker : it was very difficult to preach the law 
of submission to one who felt his wrongs so keenly ; yet he 
saw the necessity of soothing the rebellious spirit, and, if 
possible, of speaking peace to the wounded heart. His 
words were simply and well chosen, but they evidently pro- 
duced little effect upon Laval. He listened with unrelaxed 
brow and compressed lips, and the good man felt that he 
was producing a very feeble impression, if any at all, on the 
feelings he sought to touch. 

• Laval made no reply, but walked in moody silence beside 
him until the uneven road came to what seemed an abrupt 
termination. On examination, a faint trace of a pathway 
around a projecting cliff was found, and M. Lecroix said, 

"This must be the spot* on which I was to meet my 
guide." 

He put his hand to his lips, and imitated the cry of the 
eagle. The echoes had scarcely died away among Uie hills, 
when it was replied to from above their heads. Presently 
a wild figure, clad in sheepskin, was seen bounding down the 
mountain side with the agility of a deer. He soon reached 
the spot on which the two stood, and after greeting the pas- 
tor with affectionate respect, informed him that he had been 
on the look-out for him since midnight. The cause of the 
delay was explained, and then M. Lecroix turned to bid 
adieu to Laval. 

"Farewell!" he said, "and pray earnestly to the great 
Jehovah for patience to bear whatever he may see fit to 
send. We are but as the vapors of the morning, which the 
sun may exhale in an hour ; but the immutable truth and 
wisdom of God's ways no mortal man should dare to im- 

I 
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pugn. Submit to his decrees in the right spirit, mj son ; 
bearing witness in your own heart to the great truth that 
he who foreseeth the end will do all things well, not only 
for the advancement of his true cause oa earth, but for the 
eternal wel£su*e of those that love him and keep his com- 
mandments." 

Laval grasped his hand firmly, and reverently bowed his 
head ; but he made no response, save a fervent ^< God speed 
you, and preserve you to his suffering people!" and with a 
salute to the new guide, he turned rapidly away. 

Thus far the pastor was safe on his way, and Laval be- 
thought himself of the necessity of seeking a friend in the 
vicinity of his late home, who he was certain would not 
refuse him such assistance as might enable him to follow the 
tide of emigration to Switzerland, and there find a peaceful 
occupation and. a home for his family. 

With this intent the forester turned his face toward - 
Nismes, and by paths inaccessible to mounted men he 
pursued his devious way, sometimes stopping to rest, and 
only once to refresh himself with some coarse food he car- 
ried in his pouch, and a draught of cold water from a 
mountain spring, quaffed from Ihe hollow of his hand. Sev- 
eral times he heard voices shouting to each other, accom- 
panied by the loud echo of horses' hoo& ;. and he knew that 
the dragoons were at their usual work of scouring the hills 
to make prisoners of such unfortunate wanderers as had not 
found so secure a refrige as the cavern afforded. 

Laval thanked Heaven sincerely for this asylum for those 
that were dear to him, and with a burning heart he listened 
to the blasphemies of the soldiers as they defiled through 
the hills on their errand of destruction ; for tortures, death, 
the galleys, or imprisonment in loathsome dungeons, was 
the fate of all those found fleeing from the wrath of the 
Church. 

Thus the day was gradually consumed, and toward sun- 
set he found himself overlooking the spot on which he had 
encountered the pa>stor on the previous night. In the dis- 
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tance he could see the spires of Nismes glittering in the fad- 
ing sunlight, and the peculiar softness which early autumn 
imparts to the landscape seemed a mockery- to him who 
knew what bleeding hearts, what outraged homes were 
found beneath those distant roof trees. There reigned a tyr- 
anny harder to bear than that of a Caligula or a Nero, for 
the battle waged against it was for God and heaven, and 
he 'who failed to testify to the truths that were in his heart 
believed that he had set at naught the command of Christ 
when he said, " Bear witness of me before men." 

Laval turned his eyes toward the spot on which his late 
home had been situated, and, after dwelling on it a few mo- 
ments with melancholy interest, he looked toward the next 
point which was of most importance to him^ — ^the chateau 
of his temporal lord. It had disappeared. He rubbed his 
eyes as if some terrible optical illusion must have affected 
them, and again looked for the familiar turrets; but the 
space so lately occupied by the old fabric remained a blank 
— a spire of thin blue smoke curling upward, and settling 
around the scathed branches of the trees, told its own tale 
of destruction. The heart of Laval was instantly filled with 
anxiety as to the fate of its inhabitants, and for a moment 
he could have wept over the ruin that had overwhelmed the 
family at the chateau. Then a different mood came over 
him : he clenched his hands, and shaking them menacingly 
toward the towers of the Cathedral, which loomed- high 
above the rest of the spires in the city, he uttered an anath- 
ema so fierce, so full of burning indignation, as might well 
have called down the vengeance of Heaven upon those who 
polluted the face of the land with their abuse of power. 

While Laval thus stood, the rapid approach of a party of 
horsemen on the road below was echoed through the pass 
above which he was perched, and sinking behind the shel- 
ter of a neighboring clump of cedars, he peered eagerly 
through the branches. A party of a dozen reckless-looking 
dragoons came thundering down the gorge at headlong speed. 
Following the hindmost one was a miserable, tattered-look- 
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ing wretch, with his hands lied together and secured to the 
saddle of his captor. 

A young woman, with torn dress and disheveled hair, 
lay in the arms of another trooper, apparently insensible ; 
for her head hung nervelessly over his shoulder, and her 
pale upturned face and closed eyes were distinctly visible to 
the forester. These he knew to be refugees like himself, who 
had been overtaken in their flight ; and as the party passed 
beneath him, Laval was tempted to hurl the loose masses of 
rock that lay around him upon the marauders, and thus 
punish them while he gave the preferable boon of death to 
the wretched captives. 

Again Laval went upon his way ; and as night darkened 
over the plain he ventured to descend into it, and by cir- 
cuitous paths sought the dwelling of the friend whose aid 
he hoped to secure. He at length reached the cottage and 
found it dark, cold, and desolate. The open doors, broken 
furniture, and deserted walls told their own tale. His 
household had also been marked as victims to the spoilers, 
and whither they had gone no dew remained to tell. 

Oppress and bewildered by this new calamity, Laval 
wandered through the neighboring forest until a violent de- 
sire to behold the ruins of his late home seized him. He 
felt as if he must go at all hazards ; and with reckless speed 
he took the nearest course to the spot. He soon gained it, 
and found the hedges trampled, the flowers destroyed, and 
of the home his own hands had built for the reception of 
his bride, only a heap of cold ashes remained. The voice 
of his long-pent feelings would be heard, and he uttered a 
cry that echoed through the arcades of the lonely forest as 
the wildest wail of human despair over the lost treasures of 
a human heart; the strong man threw himself upon the 
earth and wepj^ like a child. 

Soon he dashed the tears away in bitter scorn of his 
own weakness, and arose with renewed enei^ to face the 
difficulties before him. A hand was suddenly placed upon 
his shoulder, and turning he saw, by the uncertain light, 
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that a man of more slender frame than himself stood be- 
side him. He immediately spoke in a sympathetic tone, 

" Brother, you weep over the destruction of your house- 
hold gods, and I could weep with you, for I, too, am under 
the ban of the cruel wretches who crush and destroy us in 
every possible manner." 

Laval grasped the hand extended to him with a vehement 
pressure. He said, 

" Misfortune then binds us together. Who are youf * 

^' I am one sent to seek you. Some instinct told me that 
you would visit this spot ; and here, since nightfall, I have 
watched for your coming." 

<< That was well judged; by whom were you sent thither?" 

<< By one who has a right to claim good service at your 
hands. M. Lefevre is in hiding, and irom you he requests 
such assistance as will enable him to escape the snares of 
his enemies." 

<< Thank Heaven he is safe, then; and Mademoiselle 
Irene, what of her? Is she with her father?" * 

^^No, she is under the protection of her uncle, the Sieur 
de Montour, and for the present is safe. M*. Lefevre is 
with my employer, Claude Chastain, and he wishes to gain 
the means of leaving Nismes as speedily as possible." 

'^ And the chateau? how came that to be destroyed?" 

<< M. Lefevre set fire to it with his own hand after endur- 
ing both mental and bodily tortures which have stamped 
the seal of premature age upon his person. His hair, which 
yesterday was threaded with silver, is to-day nearly white. 
All that went before was as nothing compared with the an- 
guish endured within the past twenty-four hours.*' 

^^ YThy do not the heavens open and the consuming wrath 
of an avenging God come down upon these ministers of 
woe ?" asked the listener, despairingly. " We are destroyed 
utterly, and there is none to pity — ^none to save. My God, 
my God, why has thou forsaken thy children I" 

A voice from heaven could alone have answered that 
impassioned cry for justice ; and for an instant even the 
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ruthless heart of the betrayer was touched. He waited 
until Laval' s emotion had subsided, and then gently said, 

" Let us not waste time, for every moment is of import- 
ance to M. Lefevre. It has become known to the priests 
that he escaped the conflagration of the chateau, and ef- 
forts are maJdng to trace him to his place of conceal- 
ment?" 

"Let us go," replied Laval, briefly. "Thank God, I 
can offer a secure place of refuge to M. Lefevre, where he 
can remain until means are found to get him safely out of 
the country." 

Ferron made no reply, and with a gesture to Laval to 
follow him, he strode away in the direction of the city. 
The darkness of night protected them from recognition, and 
the two reached the house of Chastain in safety. 

The interview between M. Lefevre and Laval was deeply 
affecting. Though holding so humble a position, the forester 
had always been distinguished by M. Lefevre as a man of 
great natural endowments and strong religious faith. He 
had received the rudiments of education in the humble school 
maintained at the expense of the lord of the chateau until 
Protestant schools of every class were suppressed by a royal 
edict, thus throwing the education of the young entirely into 
the hands of the Papists. 

In spite of their diflerence in station, the strong sympathy 
of religious opinion often drew the two together; and many 
books, prohibited by law, passed from their concealment in 
the walls of the chateau into the hands of Laval, who de- 
voured their contents with avidity, and .always managed to 
return them in eafety. 

Deeply touched by the changed appearance of his old 
friend, the forester took his hands in both his own, and 
pressing them to his heart, said, 

" The humble weed may look for nothing better than to 
be crushed beneath the haughty heel that ruthlessly strides 
over it, but little did I expect to see the brave oak also 
laid level with the sod. Oh ! my dear master, who shall 
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avenge our cause when God himself seems to have forsaken 
ust" 

M. Lefevre answered, with solemn emphasis, 

^^ 'Tarry thou the Lord's leisure; be strong, and he shall 
comfort thj heart, and put thou thy trust in the Lord.' If 
we can not do this in time of trouble, of what worth is the 
faith we profess ? I pray for strength to be able to say, 
^ The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away ; blessed be 
his holy name :' and even in this dire affliction he does not 
hide his face from me ; a power sustains me which I feel is 
not of earth." 

The calm resignation of his features struck Laval as 
something wonderful — ^almost superhuman, and he could 
have bttit his knee reverently before this martyr to the 
cause of truth, clasping to his heart the promises. given to 
the faithful, even with ruin around him, and death in a 
terrific shape hovering over him. 

'^ May God give me a portion of the heavenly serenity 
that sustains you," said Laval, fervently; '^for I struggle 
on in darkness that quenches the love taught by our Mas- 
ter in a tide of bitter hatred toward those who so fearfully 
misuse their power." 

''Seek to be able to use the words of the Psalmist in spirit 
and in truth, and comfort will come to you — 'In God have 
I put my trust ; I will not be a&aid what man can do unto 
me.' " 

"Ah I I no longer fear; it is resistance that is aroused 
within me. I feel as if I could with my single arm do bat- 
tle with a thousand, and gladly shed the last drop of my 
blood in returning to those wretches, who are permitted to 
torment us, a fitting retribution for our wrongs." 

"The hour for resistance has not yet arrived, Laval. 
Our people have fled before the spoilers until only a scat- 
tered and broken remnant remains; thousands have been 
induced through interest and fear to go over to the Papists; 
and we, who prefer to suffer for the truth's sake, can only 
oppose a passive resistance to our oppressors. Let us dwell 
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no longer on this subject, but tell me what as^tance yon 
can render me in getting awaj from this place." 

Thus recalled to the purpose of their meeting, Laval pro- 
posed that M. LefiBvre diould at once accompany him to the 
hills if hfi felt himself strong enou^ to undertiJce the jour- 
ney. Chastain was summoned to join the conference, and 
after some discussion it was decided that M. Lefevre should 
not risk spending another day in Nismes. Ferron had al- 
ready made such anangem^its as wer^ necessaiy to enable 
them to leave at a moment's warning ; and the derk would 
also accompany them to the hills, as he had sure informa- 
tion that he had also fiillen under the ban of the Church. 

^' You can vouch for his int^rity 1" inquired Laval, eam<- 
estly. ^ For I would sooner lose my life than become the 
means of introducing a traitor among the unhappy beings 
we go to join." 

^< I only know him as a Huguenot, and, thus hr, a faith* 
ful servant to me. I know that he has fallen under the 
displeasure of the priests, for he was severely dealt with by 
them in my presence this morning," replied Chastain, ^ 

^^ Then let him go, in God's name ; far be it from me to 
refuse an asylum to any persecuted Christian. I will take 
care that such a watch is kept on him as will baffle any at- i 

tempt at treachery on his part" I 

It n^as thus settled, and soon after midnight they separ- 
ately left the house, afraid to be seen together lest the cir^ 
cumstance of four persons being in company might cause 
thmn to be stopped and questioned, lliey met beyond the 
limits of. the town on a spot agreed on, and there the pain* 
ful parting between M. Lefevre and his young friend took 
place. 

The waning moon had risen, and threw its uncertain 
light upon the hollow in which they stood. By its pale 
glimmer the two sought to take that earnest survey of each 
other's features which might be their last on earth. M. 
Lefevre said, 

<< I go, Claude, wherever the Lord may see fit to^ direct 
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my wandering steps; and I can only pray to him to deliver 
you from the evils that encompass you. Kescue my daugh* 
ter from the power of her kinsman, and flee from this Sodom 
which is given over to the abomination and defilement of 
priestly role. Lose not an hour, my son, for no man know- 
eih when the net they spread in secret shall ck)6e around 
him, and deliver him over to destruction.'* 

^ I will obey you," replied Chastain, reverently kissing 
his hands, and then he knelt before him for his blessing. 
It was given with forvent emphasis; and as he arose, the 
yomig man said, 

^* If possible, let me know your ultimate place of refuge ; 
but as that may not be in your power, let us settle on the 
spot we will each one seek when we are so fortunate as to 
make good our escape from unhappy France. GerauM and 
myself in antidpation of this day, long since agreed that 
one of the En^sh colonies in America wiU be the safest 
asylum for us; for the people there, like ourselves, were 
many of them driven from their homes by religious perse* 
cution. Although of a difierent race, they have the same 
&ith, which will now be a stronger bond of union than the 
same language and the same blood. We fixed on the colo- 
ny of Virginia as more congenial in climate with our own 
than either of the others ; and thither let us all aim to bond 
our steps, in the hope of eventually being reunited." 

^^ I will remember, my son ; and should Heaven permit my 
rescue from this desecrated land, it shall become my con- 
stant endeavor to reach that spot to join you if you are for^ 
tunate enough to escape, to prepare a home for you if I 
should be the first to reach llie land of pnHnise. Convey 
to my <^ftT'Kng child every assurance of my continued affec- 
tion ; say to her all that may console her for my exile. 
Ah ! in such a moment as this, a thousand feelings crowd 
for utterance, and words may not be found to express them. 
Adieu, and may the blessing of Him who can guide us out 
of all difficulties remain with you, my dear son." 

They wrung each other's hands, and Lefevre turned aw^y. 
12 
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Chastain watched their receding forms as long as they were 
visible ; and then, with a heavy and foreboding heart, re- 
traced his steps toward the town. Late as it was, he took 
a pathway leading tolvard the plateau on which the Chateau 
de Montour looked down, and after an hour's walk stood 
beneath the frowning cliff over which the window of Irene 
opened. 

After a careful search he found the slender cord thrown 
fix>m the casement above, from which a &int light still 
gleamed. As the moon arose in the heavens, its beejns be- 
came clearer, and seating himself upon a fragment of rock, 
Claude took pencil and paper ftx)m his pocket and wrote a 
few lines to Irene, informing her of her father's escape to 
the hills. This he tied to the cord, and endeavored to at- 
tract the attention of the fair prisoner. 

To make Sure of being aroused even from a deep sleep, 
Irene had fastened the other end of the thread to her wrist, 
and she instantly arose and looked down. Only the faint 
shadow of a form could be seen, but she knew it must be 
Chastain, and with a beating heart she began to wind up 
the string. Several times it caught upon projecting edges of 
the rock, but it was finally grasped safely in her trembling 
hands. A taper burned on the altar below the Virgin, and 
by its light die perused the few words addressed to her, 
but no means were left her to reply to them. She could 
only stand before the window and kiss her hand, and stretch 
forth her arms toward Chastain, who remained below watch- 
ing her movements, and vainly hoping for a reply to his 
missive. 

As the lover, with strained eyes, looked upward to the 
dark phantom, which he knew to be his bride, a taller form 
suddenly appeared beside her, tore her from the window, 
which was shut with violence, and in another instant the 
light was extinguished. 

Claude paused to measure the height of the rocky wall, 
with the desperate intention of scaling it at all hazards, 
when a carbine was discharged at him from the cliff above, 
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and the shot passed withiii a few inches of his head. Voices 
were heard descending the pathway which led into the val- 
ley, and no resource was left to him but to retreat before 
he was discovered. 

With an exai^perated heart Chastain retraced his steps, 
and as day was breaking sought his sleepless pillow. Even 
the fatigue he had undergone could not bring repose to his 
excited spirit ; he lay there revolving schemes for the rescue 
of Irene and their escape to a more tolerant land, until the 
broad sunlight streamed into the room, and with it came a 
loud summons again to open in the name of the law and 
the Church. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

The betrayer is always a coward, and ¥earron was no ex- 
oeptioQ to the role. Wlien he saw the dai^erons pathway 
by which the cave was approached, his soul trembled and 
shrank within him, and he earnestly wished that he had 
secured his two companions while they were in his power 
in the city. He had bcQn more than once tempted to do 
this; but the abbot's commands had been so positive, and 
he seemed to attach such importance to the discovery of the 
retreat, which had hitherto evaded the strictest search of the 
dragoons, that he feared to disobey him. 

When he stepped on the narrow and precipitous ledge 
over which he must travel, his head grew dizzy, and his soul 
fainted within him ; for he felt certain that he should never 
have courage to venture over it alone, and he beheld him- 
self entrapped in his own snare — a, prisoner among those 
with whom he had no sympathies in common, and com- 
pelled to endure privations for which, in his case, there was 
no need. 

When they reached the chasm, he would have shrunk 
back, but the eye of Laval was upon him, And he dared not 
arouse suspicions in that stem mind ; for he felt that his 
life would not be worth an hour's purchase if a glimmer 
of the truth entered the heart of the forester. 

" Is this the only approach to your stronghold?" he asked, 
with assumed calmness. 

" Could we ask for a better one f responded Laval, with 
triumph. " Three men, stationed at the different bends on 
this pathway, can defy the approach of a regiment. I can 
not help thinking that the great Father saw the need his 
children would have for this ark of refuge, and he fashioned 
it throughout all the ages of creation, and built up a wall 
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of rock around it to preserve it from pro&ne eyes, until the 
hour arrived in which it was needed. Then he revealed it 
to the faithful ; and verily, if our hearts were not broken by 
suffering, great would be the pleasure we might take in the 
beautiful adornments of this subterranean palace. Gk> for- 
ward first, if you please, M. Ferron. I will assist M. Lefe- 
vre, who is older than we, and fatigued with his walk. I 
would advise you to keep your eyes from glancing down the 
abyss, as it might give you an inclination to topple over. In 
the narrowest part yoa will find lichens, to which you may 
ding to steady youxself and gain breath i^r a moment." 

Laval pointed forward, with the air of one who intended 
to be obeyed ; and, with a palpitating heart and most un- 
willing feet, Ferron moved forward. M. Lefevre followed, 
walking with an air of dreamy abstraction, as if his thoughts 
were far away ; and even the sublime scene amidst which 
he stood had little power to recall them to passing realities. 
Laval kept as near to him as possiUe ; ready, if he made a 
false step, to lend the aid of his strong arm in sustaining 
him upon the pathway. 

Day had dawned dear and tranquil ; and, as they rounded 
the last curve in the road^ the waterfall was visible far b&- 
low them, throwing out jets of foam and lei4)ing from ledge 
to ledge ; now flashing in the light, and then lost amidst the 
Alpine plants that lined the ravine. In its lowest depths 
all was darkness. A rock, that was displaced from the path, 
went plunging down, but it sent back no crashing echo from 
its fall ; the distance was too great, though the eye could 
follow it in its downward career. 

Suddenly Lefevre paused ; and, looking upward to the 
azure arch that spanned the hills, said, 

<< Behold in those dear blue depths the type of that 
which we aspire to, if we are true to the teachings of the 
Man God ; and there," pointing toward the abyss beneath, 
^ is also a type of that blackness of darkness into which that 
soul shall be plunged that denies the evidences of the spirit, 
and refuses to obey the commands of the Most High God." 
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Ferron paused to hearken to his words, and his lip 
curled with contemptuous scorn as he muttered, 

'^ A fine spot for preaching, truly, when it is as much as 
a man's life is worth to take his eyes off the narrow line he 
must walk in. I suppose this, too, is a type of the narrow 
path they talk so much, about, though it's &r enough &om 
being straight, and I am quite sure it does not lead to 



In a few more moments they reached the opening in 
front of the cave, and Laval uttered a shrill cry, which was 
the signal of the approach of a friend. The sentinel on 
duty grounded his musket, and permitted them to pass. A 
oordisd greeting between himself and the forester eyinoed his 
pleasure in seeing him safe again, and he said, 

^^ Your wife has he&k nearly frantic at your long stay ; 
but the girl is of better stuff, and she insisted that you 
would return in safely.'* 

A frown gathered on the brow of Laval, but the stern- 
ness gradually melted into a softer feeling, and he mut- 
tered, 

^^Foor Annette, she is not made of the metal to bear 
what has come upon us. It is only souls of iron that can 
•mn through the sea of trouble into which we are plunged." 

He passed first into the cave, which presented much the 
same scene which has been before described. Some of the 
men were reading; others walked to and fro, like caged 
lions, chafing with impatience, in the narrow bounds that 
confined, them. Ferron was unknown to any of them ; but 
M. Lefevre, as a conspicuous Protestant proprietor, was im- 
mediately recognized. They gathered around him with ex- 
pressions of sympathy; and when he related the causes that 
drove him hither, deep and heartfelt were the execrations 
that arose against the perpetrators of such outrage. 

Laval left them and sought his wife. The poor ItinatiCy 
Fifine, offered to show him the nook Annette had chosen in 
which to establish herself. They left the outer apartment, 
and entered the hall of statues. Wan figures arose on all 
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sides, with every variety of drapery flowing fix)m their gi- 
gantic proportions. Seen by the flickering and imperfect 
light of a few scattered torches, they looked like a conven- 
tion bf antique sages, in their robes of state, collected there 
in solemn conclave to decide on some, question of moment* 
ous import. 

This hall was larger than the one they had left, and it 
seemed filled with that silent and solemn assemblage which 
brought to mind the tales of the old necromancers, who 
by supernatural means were enabled to lay a spell upon 
those who feU within their baleful power. Near its centre 
arose an altar, of pure white, supported by a gigantic hand, 
that seemed to rise from the floor and grasp the slender 
shaft that rested upon it, as perfectly poised as if a skillful 
architect had adapted it to its position. On either hand 
floating drapery fell from it in folds of such airy delicacy as 
to seem ready to be displaced by a breath. 

An open Bible rested upon the shaft, showing that it had 
already been appropriated as a place of worship by the refu- 



Laval, bewildered by the weird scene, passed on after his 
guide, until they reached the farthest extremity of the vast 
haU. There an irr^ularly-dbiaped recess, about fifteen feet 
long and nearly as wide, was screened from observation by 
a falling sheet of stalactite, on which two figures in the act 
of embracing seemed rudely traced in the bas-relief. In 
this he found his wife and child, stretched upon a bed of 
dri^ leaves, covered with the clothing left in the ravine two 
nights before, which one of Laval's friends had risked his 
life to regain for her use. 

Madame Laval lay pale and exhausted, completely brokeii 
down by the mental anguish of the last few hours. The 
boy was sleeping quietly beside her, but it was evident that 
he, too, had suffered from the indisposition of his mother. 
Lucille sat beside them, holding the hand of Madame Laval 
in her own. It thrilled and trembled with nervous excite- 
ment, for in this phantom-hall .dhe could only sleep while 
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the warm clasp of her daughter assured her that some liv- 
ing and breathing form was near her. 

Lucille looked' inezpressiblj sad* The shadow of a dark 
presentiment was on her, and she prayed for strength to 
fortify her child-soul for the moment of thrilling terror and 
fatal doom which arose as a dim and undefined horror be- 
fore her. Nature bestows upon a few of her children, of 
finer organization, a subtle instinct, which enables them 
vaguely to foreshadow the future— especially if that future 
be charged with clouds of evil ; and to such belonged this 
young girl. 

The appro^h Qf her father was felt before she saw him. 
For one brief instant her heart bounded with a glad wel- 
come, and then sunk like a mass of lead in her bosom. A 
cold thrill sent its icy shiver through her veins, as he laid 
his hand upon her shoulder and called her by the pet name 
he bestowed upon her only in his blandest moods. 

^^ Petite, you look almost as ghastly as those stone figures 
out there, and your mother seems as if she had been ill a 
month. Fie ! this will never do. If we begin by despair- 
ing, how must it end with us V* 

The girl raised her large sad eyes to his, and said, 

*'"We feared for your safely; that is why wfl seem so 
^downcast, father." 

The sound of his voice aroused his wife from her half- 
dreaming state, and she languidly unclosed her eyes. 

^< Dear Jean, is that you ? Oh, such a weight is lifted from 
my poor heart by your return ! The baby is not well ; and 
I believe, if I am compelled to stay in this dreadful place, 
with all those stony figures looking like ghosts, I shall die. 
They make me afraid. It seems like a place for the dead 
people that can't rest in their graves." 

The stem soul of Laval, moved by such a whirlwind of 
emotion as had lately swept through it, could find little sym- 
pathy for this species of nervous terror ; the querulous tones 
of his wife's voice annoyed him, and he hastily said, 

« Annette, this is both nlly and sinful. Where could 
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Providence have pointed out to us a refuge of such grand 
proportions, or one better calculated to inspire the heart 
■with gratitude for the goodness of Heaven t Bouse your- 
self, woman, •and look at things through their true medium. 
If your resolution fails thus, when the hour of rescue comes 
you will be unable to avail yourself of it." 

* ^< I shall never leave this place," was the desponding re- 
ply. " I knew, when you brought me over that dreadful 
way, that I should never go back. No, Jean, you may make 
my grave here, for here I shall die." 

The maniac had seated herself at the foot of the bed, and 
she swung her body to and fro as she said, in a low, chant- 
ing tone, 

"Why do you murmur I Why do you murmur, when 
you have your baby on your breast ; the strong arm of your 
husband to defend you ; the heart of your daughter to lean 
on? Oh, ungrateful soul, ungrateful soul, to whom God 
has spared your loved ones in vain ! Rise up and thank 
Him for mercy, even amidst tribulation." 

At this strange address Madame Laval lifted her head 
and gazed shudderingly at the wretched creature who thus 
reproved her. 

"And that is what the faithful come tot" she asked. 
** Why can not God do better for his own ? or, are we truly 
his own? Kwe are, why this suffering? why this desola- 
tion? Oh, strange doubts come to me, and I do not know 
how to answer them I" 

At these words the face of Laval grew almost terrible. 
His frame shook with suppressed emotion as he knelt be- 
side the couch and took the cold hand of his wife in his own. 
He impressively said, 

"Annette, in the time of health and strength the words 
of living* truth, taught you from your infancy, were never 
doubted ; and now, in the imbecOity of fear and sickness, 
they shall not be. Cast those doubts away, I command you, 
and ask of Christ forgiveness for having harbored them. 
Even this trial of &ith may come to you, Annette ; and 
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should you then prove untrue — should you even waver, then 
may God help you, for I never wiU. I will cast you from 
me as a worthless weed, no longer worthy of a place in the 
heart of a man who deserves the name. ' I pardoned the 
child hecaiise she is young and timid; hut you — you, the 
wife of my hosom, the mother of my children— oh, it is very, 
very different 1" and the stem voice faltered with emotion. 

Madame Laval was roused from her supineness hy this 
impassioned appeal. She clasped his hands in both her 
own, and said, 

^^ It was the doubt of a moment. I do believe, Jean, with 
all my heart ; and I promise you that I will perish before 
I will prove untrue to the faith by which I have lived." 

<^Ask for strength to keep your promise, where alone it 
can be found," he said, as he arose abruptly and plunged 
into the obscurity beyond. He presently came toward the 
^tar, and there he found M. Lefevre, surrounded by many 
.of the inmates of the caveni, making ready for morning 
worship. He then remembered that it was the Sabbath, 
and he endeavored to compose his mind for the duties of 
the day. 

Torches were brought in, and disposed in such a manner 
as to throw the glare of light upon the space immediately 
around the altar. Then the most singular and interesting 
portion of this exquisite work of nature became visible. 
Suspended above it was an irregular canopy, crowned by a 
broken mitre, from which a dove was springing forth with 
outstretched wings, as if ready to soar heavenward, yet held- 
down, wounded and partially crushed, by the weight of the 
ecclesiastical crown from which it had failed to escape. 

^^ Behold the visible emblem of our faith, struggling to 
rescue itself from the fangs of Rome !" said M. Lefevre, point- 
ing upward. " My friends, from this heaven-built altar my 
voice will be first raised as an accredited disciple of our 
Father's cause ; and I hail it as an omen of good to me 
that my steps have been led thither." 

Such refireshment as their scanty stores afforded had al- 
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ready been offered to the new-comers, and, excited by the 
strange scene around him, M. Lefevre felt strong to under- 
take the novel duty before him. He entered the unique 
i pulpit, and opened the service by reading a portion of Scrip- 

I ture. He then gave out the opening lines of one of the soul- 

' stirring hymns sung by the Huguenots in their places of 

worship. His voice was one of fine power, and he com- 
menced the strain himself. The others joined in ; and those 
hidden in different parts of the* cavern, who had not yet 
been informed of what was going on, took it up as they came 
winding, through the dim arcades toward the illuminated 
point near its centre. 

The thrilling anthem echoed through the vast dome, and 
seemed to die away in depths yet unexplored. The singers 
involuntarily paused, at the close of each verse, and listened 
to the fading strain, sounding as if a seraph-band had caught 
each cadence as it arose, and were wafting it awayj away to 
the spirit-land. 

Then the pastor prayed fervently, and many a tear-stained 
cheek bore witness to the tender eloquence of the pleader. 
I His text was, " Come unto me, all ye that are weary and 

I heavy laden ;" and from it he addressed to them a brief ap- 

I peal, suited to their circumstances, and calculated to bring 

! their sore hearts with loving confidence to the feet of the 

j - Redeemer. 

' A picture for an artist gifted with the highest inspiration 

I of genius would that striking scene have made. The men, 

with their wasted and strongly-marked features and worn 

' vestments, leaning in every variety of attitude against the 

gigantic forms that cast their shadows around ; the women 

and children, grouped together upon the floor — ^many of the 

former possessing a delicate beauty which showed that hard- 

I ship was new to them — and the infant faces looking up with 

j awe-struck expression to the white-haired man, who spoke 

I to them of " a home not made with hands, eternal in the 

heavens," where persecution nor want should ever reach 

them. 
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At the doee of the sermon the choral hymn again arose, 
and amidst its dying echoes the benediction was given. 
Thanks and blessings followed the steps of the newly-ini- 
tiated minister as he descended among them again; and 
when bn^ hands prepared for him a comfortable place of 
repose, he felt that it is blessed both to give and to receive. 

While this scene passed, Ferron lingered near enough to 
hear all that was said, but with an intense lon^ng to escape 
fixmi this phantom-like prison, and from association with 
men whom he r^arded as religious enthusiasts, to scenes 
and places more congenial to him. He already execrated 
his own stupidity in not making sore of the two most im- 
portant prisoners while they were completely in his poWer, 
without subjecting himsdf to the ordeal he must now un- 
deigo. 

Ferron felt sure of his own powers of deception, and 
knew that in time he could win so far upon the confidence 
of his companions as to be intrusted with the important 
post of sentineL Then, at all hazards, he would effect his 
escape ; but, in the mean time, weaiy days of waiting and 
watching must elapse. 

It then occurred to him that it would be advisable to ex- 
plore the cave; some other outlet might be found which 
would not only afford him ^ress to the world without, but 
would serve as the means of entrance to those commissioned 
to destroy this nest of pestilent heretics. 

In pursuance of this plan, Ferron prowled around foe 
many hours every day, when he could, without suspicion, 
separate himself from the others. He sought out the vari- 
ous nooks in which the stores belonging to the different 
^unities were kept, and appropriated wax candles, of which 
he gradually accumulated a sufficient quantity for the pur- 
pose he had in view. Among the refugees were several 
families formerly the possessore of wealth and high posi- 
tion, and their relatives in the city contrived to supply 
them with a few luxuries in addition to the necessary arti- 
cles which were sent. Laval, and three others well<ac* 
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quainted with the country, went forth twice each week, at 
the risk of being taken, to receive these supplies from per- 
sons commissioned to bring them to certain points among 
the hills. 

A week passed away before Ferron was prepared to put 
his scheme in execution, and he found the monotony of his 
life almost insupportable. Morning and eyening services 
were heldj but after the novelty of the first one, they be- 
came inexpressibly tedious to him. He had rendered him- 
self very popular with his fellow-sufferers by relating to 
them a most touching history of persecution, which owed 
its origin entirely to his own fertile imagination ; and fair 
cheeks had paled, and tears had glittered in bright eyes over 
his afflictions and hair-breadth escapes. 

But none of these things interested him ; he yearned after 
the free air, and the unbridled indulgence permitted by that 
Church to which his vices wedded him. In his heart he 
despised these simple believers, and stigmatized them as 
canting, psalm-singing fools, who made a purgatory of the 
only life they were sure would be granted to them — for 
Ferron cherished strong doubts as to the reality of any fu- 
ture existence. 

t)uring this time M. Lefevre became anxious to escape 
by the same means used by the pastor ; and Laval had en- 
deavored to open a communication with the guide who took 
charge of him, but his efforts had hitherto proved unsuccess- 
ful. If he could reach Geneva in safety, from there the 
way to Holland through the German States would be open 
to him, and he could join his son. Such was now the most 
fervent desire of his heart ; together they would seek a new 
home, in which, in time, he trusted all the broken links of 
his household might be reunited. 

Books were not wanting among the more intelligent«of 
the refugees; and concealed in that subterranean dwelling 
were men of brilliant minds and high cultivation, driven 
forth from their possessions because of the very superiority 
of their endowments. The clear mind that could detect 
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evil, and the courageous tongue that denounced it, were 
considered dangerous by those whose only means of retain- 
ing their unrighteous power was to fetter the intellect, and 
repress the spirit of inquiry beneath an iron despotism more 
to be deprecated than the irresponsible power of the might- 
iest autocrat that has ever lived; for the mystery of the 
unknown future awes the superstitious soul which would 
battle bravely with any tangible earthly ill, but sinks at once 
before the threatened wrath of him who is to judge the earth. 

All the refugees were only awaiting an opportunity to 
escape to some Protestant country, where they could live by 
their own labor in freedom and peace. Madame Laval was 
better, but was still feeble and nervous, and afraid to move 
about without her daughter beside her. She would sit for 
hours with her child playing at her feet, her eyes fixed on 
vacancy, and it was difficult to believe that the active, 
sprightly housewife she had so lately been should sink into 
this apathetic state of endurance. With her daily cares her 
interest in life seemed to have departed, and nothing now 
had power to move her save the voice of her infant. His 
cries she hushed with tender care, and her very existence 
seemed bound up in his welfare. 

Laval was touched by her condition, and he was more 
tender than he had ever been since their bridal days ; but 
she received his caresses passively, and at moments he turn- 
ed with sad yearning toward his daughter for that sympathy 
of which he had never before felt the need. Even there he 
felt that a barrier had raised itself up which he could nei- 
ther comprehend nor remove. 

Lucille was affectionate, grateful for his renewed kind- 
ness, but there was a latent constraint she could not over- 
come in spite of all her efforts to do so. Even when clasped 
to4iis breast, a trembling fedr thrilled through her, and bade 
her flee from him even to the uttermost parts of the earth 
if she would avoid the fatie he had foretold for her — ^that ter- 
rible fate which, in her deep soul, she felt was drawing near 
its consummation. 
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Ferron inquired why the cave had not been farther ex- 
plored, and was told that no outlet had yet been discovered, 
and it was believed that none existed. Nothing daunted 
bj this, when the others were buried in sleep, he arose, sup- 
plied himself with food, a tinder-box, and a light. With 
stealthy steps he glided among the tall statues, which seem- 
ed to frown in silent majesty upon his treacherous under- 
taking. 

For three successive nights he sounded the walls, and ex- 
amined every crevice without much encouragement to pro- 
ceed, but on the fourth one his perseverance was rewarded 
by discovering a low opening concealed behind a large boul- 
der that had fallen over it. With difficulty he forced his 
body through the aperture, and on rising and surveying the 
scene before him he found himself in a small chamber cum- 
bered with broken and discolored masses that seemed to 
have fallen from the roof; and the walls partook of the same 
dusky hue, strikingly in contrast with the pure whiteness 
found in the outer chambers. 

The feeble light he carried seemed only to make the dark- 
ness beyond the more palpable to him, and for ah instant his 
courage failed ; but he remembered all he had at stake, and 
stumbled on over the fragments of rock that incumbered 
the ground, almost obstructing the way. Ferron possessed 
a tenacious memory for localities, and to this, and a few pre- 
cautions he came prepared to take, he trusted to be able to 
retrace his steps should he find no outlet. 

He had appropriated a ball of strong cord, the end of 
which he fastened securely to a jagged point of rock that 
jutted over the side of a low, dark avenue, which he chose 
in preference to two others that opened from different points, 
because it enabled him to proceed in a more direct line with 
the chambers he left behind him. The passage he entered 
varied in width from six to ten feet, and was barely high 
enough for him to walk erect. 

He slowly proceeded, unwinding his ball as he went, and 
taking care that the uneven points in the wall did not sever 
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the dew. The passage was rough and tortuous, but in no 
place interrupted ; and he cautiously went on for several 
hundred yards, in great elation at the success which had 
thus £ai att€hded him. Suddenly the avenue seemed to 
close before him, but by making a careful examination he 
found that a loose mass of stone had fallen and obstructed 
the way. 

Placing his candle in a safe place, he set resolutely to 
work to remove the obstacle. Several times both strength 
and courage almost fiailed him, but after pausing to regain 
breath, he persevered until he opened a space sufficiently 
wide to pass through. A few more yards brought him to 
the entrance of a vast chamber, of more strange and strik- 
ing appearance than those he had leflt behind him. 

Opposite to the point of ingress arose a vast white ex* 
panse, ascending farther than the dim light could reach, and 
extending on either hand far into the obscurity beyond. Its 
irregular sur&ce gave it, to his imagination, the appearance 
of a great white throne, on which sat one whose majesty 
was veiled in the clouds and darkness above. White fig- 
ures were also scattered through the wide space, and two, 
just in front of the throne, had wings, which looked as if 
they had partially folded in descending to their present po- 
sition. 

As Ferron stood awe-struck before it, he heard the sounds 
of trickling water, and on venturing nearer, he saw that a 
narrow stream flowed perpetually over it, dear, cold, and 
sparkling; and the habitual scoffing of his nature arose 
even amidst that striking scene. << If those fanatics could 
see this, they would liken it at once to the stream of grace 
perpetually flowing from the mercy of Grod — ^though it ia 
my opinion that they have found only the waters of Marah 
as yet" 

Several hours were spent in finding an ppening from this 
vast saloon, and Ferron recoiled at first from its entrance ; 
for a gash of cold air met him, which almost extinguished 
his light. He paused, and nerving his courage anew, care- 
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fully sheltered his torch and stepped down a rough descent, 
broken into irregular steps. From these the ground sloped 
gradually away, and he went on, sometimes foiled to stoop 
and crawl through places barely large enough to permit the 
body of a man to pass. 

Ferron was more than an hour getting through this av- 
enue, and at its end was an abrupt i^ of about fifteen feet, 
at the bottom of which flowed a narrow, dark stream of 
water. He sat down despondingly upon the edge of this, 
for here he concluded his pilgrimage must end ; and no- 
thing remained for him but to retrace his steps and remain 
in the cave until fortune favored his escape. 

Wishing to obtain a better view of the scene, he took out 
all the candles he had brought, and, lighting them, placed 
them in the crevices around. By the increased illumina- 
tion, he saw that the rocky eminence on which he sat could 
be easily descended ; and the thought no sooner occurred to 
him than he put it in execution. Sliding down, he reached 
the lowest ledge in safety, and this projected so far into the 
stream that he was enabled easily to sound its depth. He 
threw a small stone, and the sharp sound it made in falling, 
and the splashing of the water, assured him that it was only 
a few inches deep. The wall on the opposite side could be 
scaled, he felt sure, and he again mounted the first embank- 
ment to secure his lights. 

This done, Ferron left his torch as a beacon to guide him 
back, and, cutting a hole in the top of his hat, he placed the 
only candle he kept burning in that, thus leaving both hands 
firee for use. In another moment he was wading through 
the cold water, which scarcely reached above his ankles. 
It was a work of more difiiculty to ascend on the opposite 
side ; but he scrambled up with the resolute determination 
not to be defeated, and soon stood in another wide, dreary 
opening, that seemed to lead to infinity. 

His clew had long since been exhausted, and he be- 
thought him of some substitute by which to mark his way, 
for to return now without having accomplished something 

k: 
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was not to be thought of. He searched his pockets, and 
found several letters; torn into strips, and left at intervals 
on his route, they would serve as landmarks by which to 
retrace his steps, and between every space of ten paces he 
laid one down. 

He had proceeded about a quarter of a mile £rom the 
stream, when he suddenly stumbled and caught his foot in 
some obstruction that seemed to grasp it with human force. 
He looked down, and cold drops burst from his brow as he 
saw that it was a skull which his tread had crushed through 
the centre, and the whitened bones on either side of the head 
held him in their ghastly dasp. 

Ferron kicked the ^ull violently away, and moving a 
few paces further, sat down to recover himself To whom 
had that skull belonged? Some wanderer like himself, who 
had been lost amidst the mazes of the cavern, and perished 
in darkness and of famine ? Or had his body been placed 
there by those who violently dismissed the subtile tenant from 
its prison-house, and thus sought to conceal the crime ? 

Ferron remembered that on gaining the bank on this 
side of the stream he had carefully surveyed the one on 
the opposite ^ore, that he might mark the spot from 
which he emerged with sufficient accuracy to find it again 
should his torch expire before his return. A rocky projec- 
tion which jutted from above completely shut it from view, 
and but for his knowledge that such an outlet existed he 
should have felt assured that there was no egress &om 
that quarter. 

The irresistible conclusion was, that the wanderer who 
had found death in this awful place must have come from 
an opposite direction, and he arose with renewed courage. 
He stepped more cautiously than before, and threw the light 
before him to see if another skeleton form obstructed the 
way. He now found evidences that the place had been vis- 
ited before, for a distinct path was opened between the frag- 
ments of rock that were scattered about, apparently in a di- 
rect line forward. 
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On one huge boulder he found some fragments of food, 
which sent a strange thrill of feeling through him, and fur- 
nished him with a clew to his whereabouts. There laj a 
few pieces of bread, dried and crumbling away; and the 
fragments of a cup, which might have been dashed in de- 
spair upon the stone that was scarcely harder than the 
hearts which had left one of their own kind to perish in this 
outer darkness. 

Ferron knew that the convent of the Sisters of Mercy 
was situated in this direction, and he had often heard mys- 
terious whispers of the vaults below it, which coiAmunicate 
with natural caverns beneath the hills, where the Contuma- 
cious were left to perish. He now went on, with confidence 
that^ an outlet would soon be found that would be availa- 
ble to one who was the bearer of such welcome tidings to 
the abbot. 

About fifty paces farther on, the opening ended against 
what appeared at first view to be a dead wall ; but a little 
examination enabled the wanderer to see that the opening 
had been artificially closed, and in the rough partition con- 
structed by human labor a low door was soon spied by his 
eager eyes. It yielded to a vigorous push, and he entered a 
spacious chamber evidently fitted up as a hall of judgment. 
The walls were hung with black, and the seats of the inquis- 
itors were covered with the same sombre pall ; while the 
chair intended for the use of the culprit was made to repre- 
sent fiames of fire, with serpents coiled among them, their 
raised heads and forked tongues seeming ready to dart 
their venom into the miserable being who was thrust into 
their embrace. 

Ferron shuddered as he looked around, for he knew that 
from this dreary place the victim was cast forth into the 
dark void beyond to perish by the slow tortures of &mine. 

Crossing this gloomy hall, he found egress through a 
vaulted passage, from which doors opened on either side ; 
these, he supposed, were the prisons of those not yet actually 
condemned. This passage was about a hundred feet long ; 
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and as Ferron passed along he more than once heard groans 
from the wretched beings confined in the cells, condemned 
never again to behold the light of day, unless it was pur- 
chased bj that pure light of faith which was dearer to them 
than life itself. 

At the end of the passage was an iron grating securely 
£EUitened ; and satisfied with the result of his enterprise, Fer- 
ron yielded to the fatigue to which excitement had hitherto 
rendered him insensible. He sank down on the pavement, 
and was soon buried in a profound sleep, which lasted sev- 
eral hours. 

From this he was aroused by the flashing of a light upon 
bis face, and he suddenly arose before the astonished nun 
who came to dole out the daily allowance of bread and wa* 
ter that barely sufficed to keep life in her wretched captives. 

"Holy Mtuy!" exclaimed the terrified woman, crossii^ 
herself; "who are yout and how did a man come to be 
imprisoned in our convent*?" 

"I am not a prisoner, Madame," replied Ferron; "but 
how I came hither I can only tell the Lady Superior herself. 
Bring me into her presence as speedily as possible, and I 
promise you a rich reward for the seMce ; for you will 
afiR>rd aid to a mission of vast importance to the Abbot of 
the Dominicans." 

"Are you sure yon are telling me the truth 1" she asked; 
"though how you got here is more than I can tell, unless 
you are in league with the Evil One." 

" It matters not how I came here ; your business is to 
get me out and bring me before the abbess, to whom I can 
satisfactorily account for my presence in these vaults." 

"I dare not; I must first speak with the superior, and 
learn what I shaU do." 

" I warn you to speak to her alone, for I am an agent 
of Father Antoine, and it is essential to his plans that my 
presence here shall be known to as few persons as possible. 
Stay, I have paper and pencil in my pocket, and I will write 
a line to the superior explaining ^at is necessary." 
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He hastily scribbled a few words on the back of a letter, 
which, after some delay, had the efiect of bringing him into 
the presence of Father Antoine himself. He had visited 
the convent at an early honr, to receive the confession of 
several &xc penitents, and was in consultation with the su- 
perior when the nun came in with the paper, and the in- 
credible revelation that a strange man had been found in 
the vaults beneath the convent. 

The abbot was aware of the departure of Ferron for the 
hills, and the days that had since elapsed, with no informa- 
tion from his emissary, had rendered him seriously uneasy 
as to his- fate. On reading the words written by Ferron, 
his acute mind at once grasped the right conclusion, and he 
said, << The vaults must be the outlet to the cave in which 
the heretics have found a refuge, that has hitherto baffled 
the keenest search. Should it prove so, and these intracta- 
ble &niEi1ics be delivered over to us; I shall regard it as a 
signal interposition of Providence to punish them for their 
rebellion. I will not hesitate to exterminate them as I 
would a nest of vipers. Hasten, Sister Cecile, and bring 
this man before me ; but, above aU, keep a discreet tongue 
in your head, and let no one know from you of his presence 
here." 

The nun readily promised obedience, and the superior 
left the abbot to receive his agent alone. On listening to 
Ferron's recital, a plan was rapidly formed in his own mind 
to insure the destruction of the unfortunate refugees ; and 
his eyes sparkled with gratified malice as their names were 
called over, for they comprised many of the most influen- 
tial and uncompromising in Languedoc. 

The Due de Noailles was absent in Paris ; and during 
his temporary stay his power was transferred to D'Agues- 
seau, in whom the abbot knew he would find a willing co- 
worker in the cruel slaughter he meditated. Accompanied 
by Ferron, he departed at once for Nismes, and lost no time 
in making his report to the intendant. 

lyAguesseau entered with zest into the plan proposed 
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hj the priest Under the guidance of Ferron, a body of 
armed men were to follow the route he had taken, and sur- 
prise the inmates of the cavern. Orders were issued to 
Captain Dehnont to blockade the mountain pass leading 
oyer the hills, to prevent the escape of the Huguenots on 
that side ; while a party of thirty picked men, under Ser- 
geant Pierre Lefond, the same who had been stationed in 
the Chateau Lefe^Te, were dispatched with Ferron, with 
orders to exterminate without distinction all found in the 
cave, with the exception of M. Lefevre and the family of 
Laval. These were to be made captives, as it was neces- 
sary to make them examples to those who still refused to 
become proselytes to the Bomish faith. 






CHAPTER XV. 

Eugenia Altenberg had now been a week in the convent 
of the Sisters of Mercy, and so charmed was she with her 
new home, that she seemed already reconciled to the idea 
of continuing in its peaceful seclusion for the rest of her life. 
Possessing an ardent and enthusiastic temperament, united 
with great veneration for what is noble and imposing, the 
antique origin and stately ceremonies of the Romish Churdi 
inspired her with a strong desire to conform to its require- 
ments, provided they were not Utterly at variance with the 
simple code of purity and truth taught in the Scriptures. 

Under the skillful guidance of the abbot, and the fascin- 
ating influence of the superior, Mademoiselle Altenberg was 
rapidly becoming a strong believer in the tenets of Catholi- 
cism. She no longer wavered in her faith ; for the subtle 
arguments of her teachers induced her' to believe that she 
had at last found a resting-point for her doubts in the in- 
fallibility of that Church of which she had hitherto been 
merely a nominal member. 

Father Antoine came daily to read and convei'j^e ^vith 
her ; for, aside from the interested motives he had in view 
in making her a sincere proselyte, a deeper feeling began to 
make itself felt in the heart of this man, who had hitherto 
proved too cold to the passion of love. Secure in his own 
strength, he interpreted the deep interest Eugenia inspired 
into Christian benevolence toward a young creature without 
protection and without a home, whose immortal soul was 
in danger of being forever lost if he rescued it not from 
perdition. 

As a young daughter the priest believed he regarded her, 
and as such he daily sought her. He would not remember 
that the light of her eyes, when lifted to his face in inquiry, 
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thrilled him with an emotion that was quite new to him ; 
that the tones of her voice dwelt in his memory as sounds 
of sweetest melodj, to be recalled in the solitude of his own 
apartments, and dwelt on with feelings as delicious as they 
were new. 

There was an inexplicable charm about this young girl, 
that drew him toward her as with bonds of iron ; and day 
by day the spell deepened, until the professed religionaire 
was compell^ to ask himself what must come of it. Then 
the subtle spirit of his creed came to his aid, and he said, 
'< To the pure in heart all things are pure ;" and there can 
be no sin in loving this girl, provided I haye strength to 
keep the knowledge of my affection from its object. Till 
now, I could not comprehend the wanderings of the heart ; 
for mine has never before 'been tempted; but I will over- 
come temptation — ^I will regard Eugenia only as a holy 
father in the Church may regard a daughter. Truly, the 
difference in our years would naturally place us in that po- 
sition toward each other. 

Eeassured by this reasoning, the abbot made his daily 
visit to the convent ; and came back to retire to his private 
apartment, to compare the living loveliness from which he 
had lately parted with the inanimate forms that lined its 
walls ; and to feel that one glance from the beaming eyes 
of Eugenia AltenbergT— one motion of her delicate hand, 
possessed for him more fascination than them all. 

She was far less beautiful than any of the faces that looked 
down on him ; but there are some women gifted with the 
power to charm, and this young girl was one of that class. 
Simplicity, truth, and candor were stamped upon variable 
features to which expression gave an indefinable attraction. 
From the lucid depths of her eyes beamed a soul of sensi- 
bility, and the exquisitely-carved lips became tremulous 
with emotion if the finer cords of the spirit were touched. 
Thei*e was refinement in every graceful movement of her 
person, in every modulation of her flexible voice. 

In a word, Eugenia Altenbeig was a woman formed by 
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nature to be the charm of her home — ^the living sanbeam to 
the heart that was so fortunate as to win her affections ; and 
all this feminine loveliness was to be buried in a convent. 
But what did the heart of Eugenia itself say to such a des- 
tiny? As jet she had not asked herself that question; for 
the probability of such a fate had scarcely risen before her 
as a tangible reality. She regarded herself as a mere so- 
journer in the convent ; at liberty at any moment to seek 
the outer world, but happier in this secure declusion than 
she had ever before been since the light-hearted days of ear- 
ly childhood. 

Her attachment to Grerauld Lefevre scarcely offered an ob- 
stacle to her profession as a nun; for absence, and uncer- 
tainty as to their ever meeting again, had caused it to fade 
into a tender interest, very different from the love she was 
as capable of feeling as of inspiring. . Gerauld and herself 
had been thrown together in daily association when the 
child-spirit was just merging into that of the woman. He 
was in the flush of early and undisciplined manhood, and 
he gave her all the impassioned devotion of his years. He 
knew that no other love could ever so deeply influence his 
heart as this flrst and purest attachment, and she felt that 
in the maturity of her feelings she might worthily return 
it; but troubles arose; their difference in hiih seemed an 
insurmountable barrier ; and although Grerauld found means 
to continue their correspondence through aH the years of 
separation, the conviction had slowly settled around the heart 
of his betrothed that their future union was impossible. 

Such was the state of Eugenia's feelings when she fell 
under the influence of Father Antoine. He was for too 
politic to bring forward the authority of the Church ; he 
left that to be felt when she was securely bound beneath its 
yoke. All that is noble and grand in the system of relig- 
ious faith he advocated was developed to her inquiring 
mind. Such works as taught only pure evangelical piety 
- YT&ce placed in her hands, and he trusted to the natural 
tendency of an enthusiastic mind to accomplish the rest. 

K2 
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In those days, when theological disputes shook society to 
its very centre— when vital religious faith was a matter of 
paramount importance in the estimation of the more eaniest 
spirits of the times, the influence it exerted upon human 
destiny was far greater than can be appreciated in our days, 
and in a country where every man is free to choose his own 
mode of worshiping God. In the limes of Louis XIV., 
might and right struggled fiercely for the victory; and, as 
is so often the case on our misguided earth, the former 
gained it. But God mercifully kept life in the smothered 
flame, and when it was quenched in one spot it burst forth 
in another, and gradually spread its revivifying light over 
the nations; thus preserving the true spirit of Christian 
faith in spite of the superstitions of that great fabric of 
moral darkness, the Church of Kome. 

And into this the daughter of a true believer entered as 
one seeking light ; and she was soon taught to believe that 
she had found it in the sacred fountain of everlasting truth. 
That this fountain was poisoned at its source Eugenia had 
yet to learn, under circiunstances that woidd reveal to her 
all the hollowness of that artificial fabric, alike at variance 
with truth and nature. 

In the mean time, life in the convent seemed a very pleas- 
ant pastime to the sisters. Those of the higher order were 
the daughters of noble families, who had received such ad- 
vantages of education as the times afforded ; and the libraiy 
devoted to their use was by no means restricted to works 
of exclusive religious tendency. The literature of past and 
present times contributed to its variety; and |he nuns 
themselves were encouraged to cultivate a taste for 'letters 
and the arts as the most innocent means of employing their 
leisure. Musicians of great merit were to be found among 
them, and several of them were by no means contemptible 
as artists. 

In both these accomplishments the young neophyte had 
attained some proficiency. Her voice was one of such rare 
and flexible power, as would naturally be the organ of a 
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Spirit endowed with the refined susceptibility that glowed 
in the changing cheek, and beamed in the luminous eyes of 
Eugenia. Charmed by the melody pf her untutored notes, 
the superior herself volunteered to become her musical in- 
structor. This Eugenia gratefully accepted; and the two 
practiced together every morning, singing not only the mu- 
sic of the Church, but melodies which had never been heard 
within its sacred precincts. 

Sister Angela, the next in authority to the superior, also 
won the heart of the young girl by the deep interest she 
manifested in her, and by offering her the use of a room 
in the top of the building, which she had been permitted to 
fit up as a studio. An enthusiast in her art. Sister Angela 
really cared nothing for the world beyond the walls in which 
she could create forms of beauty that charmed her eye, and 
satisfied all the requirements of her calm heart. The hopes, 
impulses, and passions of youth had been swept away, bear- 
ing with them into the dark vortex of the past the memo- 
ries of her young life as a delusion and a snare ; and no 
better agent could have been selected by the abbot to give 
Eugenia a bright impression of conventual life. 

It seemed as if the tastes bestowed on her by nature 
contributed to throw her more completely into their snares, 
for of her endowments the talent for painting was the one 
whose cultivation afforded her most pleasure. She was 
permitted to spend many hours of every day with Sister 
Angela, receiving instruction from her, by which she rapidly 
profited ; and she soon became charmed with her own prog- 
ress in her beautiful art. 

The nun excelled in painting female heads, and those 
familiar with her touch would at once have recognized the 
origin of many of the lovely faces that adorned the walls of 
the abbot's sanctum. 

There was a school attached to the convent, which the su- 
perior and the nuns of higher rank superintended ; but the 
real burden devolved on the poorer sisters, who had been re- 
ceived into the establishment on the condition of laboring for 
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their support. These women often looked careworn and 
weary ; but the new inmate was not permitted to come into 
actual contact with them, lest their revelations might de- 
stroy the ideal image of peaceful repose conventual life was 

assuming in her imagination. . . 

Eugenia ardently desired to be good, holy, and pure ; and 
mere, where she believed temptation could never assail her, 
I she might grow up to the full stature and perfection of 
Womanhood, by cultivating only what was noble and true 
)in her nature — ^looking ever to God as her helper, and His 
(approbation as her reward. Thus believing herself encircled \ 
by a halo of divine light, she walked surely forward into I 
the power of darkness. 

But Madame Altenberg was by no means so well con- 
tented as her daughter ; she possessed no resources within 
herself, and she soon became irritable and impatient under 
the monotonous regularity of the life she led. She urged 
the abbot to prosecute 'their claims with such rigor as to 
enable them speedily to re-enter the world. She had a 
vision of Paris floating before her— of the splendors of court 
Hfe, to which she might aspire if her daughter's fortune 
could only be secured ; for she herself was of ancient family, 
and claimed a near connection with one of the nobles about 
the person of the king. ,... 

These idle expectations served to occupy her vacant mind, \. 
while they, at the same time, rendered her impatient of the 
life she now endured. The abbot amused her with hopes 
of being speedily restored to affluence, leaving an explana- 
tion of her true position to be made when tlie fate of her 
daughter was entirely at his disposal, as he cherished not 
the slightest doubt it soon would be. Then the future of 
Madame Altenberg would be of as little concern to him as 
ttat of the dead autumn leaf whirled about at the mercy 
of every blast. She might go or stay as suited her inclina- 
tions best. 

One bright evening, as the sun was declining in a glow 
of purple and gold, the superior invited Eugenia to ascend 
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with her to an observatory with which the convent was 
crowned. By this time the affectionate heart of the young 
girl had become warmly attached to this graceful and fasci- 
nating woman, and she gratefully accepted the invitation. 

The evening was mild and tranquil, and the air seemed 
filled with that fine blue haze peculiar to mountain scenery. 
The convent was several miles from Nismes ; but its posi- 
tion on so great an elevation commanded a view of the 
whole valley, with the city in the distance, over which a 
cloud of luminous vapor rested. 

Her companion gave Eugenia time to examine the vari- 
ous points in the view, and enjoy them before she spoke. 
She then pointed to the city, and impressively said, 

^^ There are found turmoil, struggle, and sorrow; here 
tdwell peace, repose, and love to Grod and man. Which is 
the preferable destiny, do you think, my young fnendf 

<<0h! the last, madame — ^the last. But tell me if the 
heart never yearns to go back to active life ; if the simple 
n&ture within us does not prompt us to weary in well-do- 
ing. I am happy here now, because I am like the storm- 
tosBcd mariner who has found a haven ; but it may not al- 
ways be thus. This quiet life may pall — ^may become te- 
dious. Tell me, dear mother, if such has been your experi- 
ence," 

The superior fixed her expressive eyes upon the earnest 
face turned toward her, but no feeling of relenting moved 
her to save one she was resolute to bring within her toils. 
She calmly said, 

" You have only to look into my face, Eugenia, to behold 
there the evidences of a nature far more excitable and will- 
ful than you possess ; and I assure you that, after a varied 
worldly experience, the only happiness I have ever found 
has been within the walls of this convent. Would that, like 
you, I had found an asylum here ere wordly sin and crush- 
ing sorrow had destroyed the flower of my life, and left only 
the broken remnant of a blighted existence to devote to the 
service of Heaven." 
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<<Yoar experience must have been a strange and hard 
one," said the young girl, timidly, but with sympathy beam- 
ing from her eyes. 

<< Yes ; hard, but not strange. The victims of life are 
many; for Fate is inexorable to her children. Oh, my 
daughter, there are depths of passion and suffering in the 
human heart which for you, I trust, may never be sounded ; 
for you are becoming as dear to me, Eugenia, as was that 
child I once clasped to my heart and called my own. But 
my sin against Heaven had been great, and God snatched 
the pure blossom from mj side, to join the seraph band that 
waits around his throne." 

In her earnest sympathy, Eugenia drew nearer, and took 
the hand of the superior in her own. She softly said, 

" You, then, have been a wife — ^a mother; and yet you 
have found the brightest happiness in conventual lifet Ah I 
I once thought that a peaceful, domestic home is the true 
sphere of woman." 

The abbess pressed her hand upon her brow, and seemed 
lost in thought. She presently said, 

^^ Eugenia, it is my sincere conviction that in the world 
happiness is not to be found. To woman in any sphere 
there is only a choice of evils ; for if she loves, she must be- 
come the slave of man's caprice and ingratitude. If wed- 
ded from ambitious motives, she must loathe the bondage 
from which her very heart recoils." 

" It is not absolutely necessary to marry," suggested Mad- 
emoiselle Altenbergl "Many women remain single." 

" Yes ; and those who are wise among that number seek 
a secure asylum, like the one we now inhabit. It is the 
safest, the truest life, after alL" 

" And such are really the convictions of your judgment?" 
asked Eugenia, anxiously. 

The superior regarded her earnestly. She laid her hand 
on that of the questioner, and said, 

" 1£ you were to hear the history of one who can from 
experience speak of the two destinies of woman, do you be- 



XH£ HUGtJENOT EXILES. 231 

lieve it would influence you to make that last choice of which 
I spoke ? to find peace ere yet tl^e sunshine of jour life is 
clouded overl" 

<^ It maj. I know not. I have little experience of life : 
let me benefit by that of another so far as I may." 

" Poor child !" and the speaker sighed heavily ; " if my 
history can become a warning, you shall hear it. Eugenia, 
it is a strange tissue, and shows of how little worth ai*e the 
best gifts of Heaven to those who are still dissatisfied and 
grasp for more, when more than enough has already been 
granted. The only child of wealthy parents, I knew not 
contradiction as I grew to womanhood. Passionate, capri- 
cious, and overbearing, I was given, while yet almost a child, 
in marriage to one many years my senior, toward whom I 
cherished not one emotion of affection or respect. I acqui- 
esced in this union, because my pride was flattered at becom- 
ing the wife of a man still higher in rank, and of greater 
wealth than my father possessed. 

"Thus the position which should have bestowed the right 
of choice among those of my own years, where mutual love 
might have given zest to life, was made a stepping-stone to 
a marriage of ambition, hallowed by not one emotion that 
should move those entering upon that condition. Charmed 
by my beauty, my husband spoiled me in the first months 
of our union ; and when my haughty spirit, encouraged by 
this, rebelled against him, he used his authority to bring me 
to submission. I struggled fiercely against him, but he crush- 
ed me with the strong hand ; and I— oh how I learned to 
hate him — ^I would have left him, but my father interfered, 
and spoke to me of all I must lose by so doing. 

"Pride came to my aid, and I endured him, that the 
world might still envy the state that surrounded me. I was 
then too young to feel how deeply I had been wronged by 
being irrevocably given to a man for whom I cared nothing, 
before my heart could choose for itself. The years of discord 
that rolled by matured me into a creature of reckless will and 
wild impulse. I feared nothing on earth but the iron firm- 
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ness of my husband ; and that I was resolute to baffle when 
the hour came in which I could do so with impunity. 

"To sting him to the soul — to make him sufier for all 
the indignities offered me by his uncompromising nature, 
was the most intense desire of my heart ; but the means of 
doing so came to me only through my own passionate na- 
ture ; and verily my vengeance recoiled with fearful force 
upon my own destiny." 

She paused as if collecting her thoughts, and Eugenia 
waited with absorbing interest for what was to follow. The 
superior caught the expression of her face, and she said, 

" I know not that I should reveal to you the sad sequel 
of my fate; but since I have commenced, I must go on. 
No human destiny is accomplished unless the heart has 
felt the influence of love. It came to me as a revelation of 
the true life — of the only thing on this dull earth worth 
living for. All that went before seemed tame and spirit- 
less when compared with this thrilling and exquisite emo- 
tion. Oh ! it was something to be loved as I loved. To 
know that, weighed in the balance with my affection, no 
earthly influence of pride or station could for one moment 
come in comparison with it. 

" Yet that man, so honored, so elevated by my preference, 
proved ungrateful. Gaston was the secretary of my hus- 
band ; he was a son of the people, but accomplished &r 
beyond the young gallants of fashion that fluttered around 
me. Gaston was not even handsome ; but he had a voice 
of wonderful power, and a tongue that might have beguiled 
a soul from Eden itself. I was then in the brightness of 
my beauty. I knew it ; I triumphed in it when I saw the 
effect of my charms on this man, who had hitherto professed 
indifference for my sex. I would enslave him— exhibit him 
in my chains, and then bid him leave my presence forever. 

"Alas! I was entangled in my own snare. My heart, 
which I had deemed inaccessible to love, soon knew no joy 
in life but the presence of this man^ To be near him — to 
watch the changes in his eloquent face— to listen to the 
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words that charmed me, as with a spell of subtle power, 
was all I cared to live for. Gaston knew it ; he read it in 
my voice — ^in the eyes that could not lift their gaze to his 
without tliat expression of tender interest which the heart 
alone inspires. He was flattered by the preference I took 
no pains to conceal; he believed that he returned it; but 
Ids love, when compared with mine, was as the cold gleam 
of a distant star to the fervid beams of a tropical sun. But 
be had words at his 'command — ^words of such eloquent and 
passionate power, as made me believe that his heart &Uy 
responded to mine. 

^' Oh yes ; I have had one brief gleam of happiness in my 
life ! That single hour in which his passion found words 
stands out from the surrounding darkness as a point of 
heavenly radiance. I was happy — supremely, inexpressi- 
bly happy in the belief that I was beloved, even as I loved. 

" Gaston's words had been overheard : they were carried 
to my husband, and he was banished from our dwelling, 
without a word to me as to the cause of such a proceeding. 
I was indignant, yet I dared not expostulate, lest I should 
more heavily feel the power whose iron hand had so long 
been on my destiny. 

'^My dislike to my husband now assumed its fiercest 
phase, and to escape from his authority was the fixed pur- 
pose of my heart. In so doing, I did not believe that I 
wronged him so deeply as I had been wronged myself in 
being given to him at all. I execrated the ambition which 
had fettered me to a life of dreary state, destitute of every 
element of happiness. 

" I found means to open a correspondence with my lover. 
I had unlimited command of money, and I possessed jewels 
of price. I fled from the home of my husband, carrying 
enough of these to surround me with the luxury which I 
felt to be necessary to me. We sought a home in an island 
in the Mediterranean, where we led a life of delicious free- 
dom and repose. Gaston seemed devoted to me, and I felt 
not a regret for the splendor I had forsaken. A fair child 
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was clasped to my bosom, but I loved it leas for its own 
sake than because it formed a new tie between the father 
and myself; but after a few months of existence, the in&nt 
perished, and my heart clung with renewed fervor to its 
only earthly idol. 

" But, alas ! Gaston was growing wearied of the monoto- 
ny of our life. He became cold, almost repulsive in his man- 
ner ; and when I reproached him with the change, sneers 
and bitter taunts answered my tears. " Soon he tyrannized 
over me in a more temble manner than my husband had 
ever done — for he had never possessed the power to wound 
me through my affections; while this ungrateful monster 
trampled remorselessly upon my heart. Still I dung to 
him with that foolish, desperate devotion which is the last 
phase of wretchedness in the lot of an unloved woman. 

" How I bore with his harshness, I can not now compre- 
hend ; but I did. I humbled myself before him. I taught 
my haughty spirit to bend to his slightest caprice ; and, as 
my reward, received contempt. It was what I merited ; but 
not from him. ~ 

" My husband had used every means in his power to dis- 
cover our retreat, but for two years without success. At 
length a clew to it was gained, and a cousin of my own, 
who was a priest, was sent to me to reveal the sentence 
passed on me. I was to enter a convent as a penitent, and 
in due time take the vows. ' I rebelled against this doom ; 
I refused to leave the world, in which I might yet play a 
conspicuous part. 

" My kinsman pleaded, argued, implored ; but I was im- 
movable. Then force was used. I was brought hither in 
a state of mind scarcely removed from madness. Yet I 
now acknowledge the hand of God in all that happened to 
me. At iirst I refused to be comforted, but gradually a 
peace I could not comprehend stole into my heart. It was 
like the calming of the ocean after a great storm ; and the 
wrecked traveler was glad to find a haven of rest under 
that roof, which at first had seemed to her as a prison. 
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^ Oh yes, Eugenia, here have I found resignation, and a 
truer happiness than the turbulent years of youth ever knew. 
That you may do likewise, is the prayer of my heart, dear 
girl ; and this recital of my sufferings will not have been 
made in vain." 

She paused, and Eugenia asked' in a tone of interest, 

" And Gaston, what became of him *?" 

A glance of lurid fire flashed from the dark eyes of the 
superior, and after a pause, she said, 

" He fied from the wrath of my husband, which he knew 
would pursue him to the death ; the vessel in which he left 
the island was wrecked, and Gaston perished. When I 
learned his fate, I had become a nun, and it affected me but 
little. My chief regret was, that I had not sooner learned 
where repose of spirit may alone be found ; then this pain- 
ful episode in my life would not have cast its blight upon 
my heart. I had masses said for the repose of Gaston's 
soul ; and I believe that, through the intercession of the 
woman he so deeply wronged, he is now enjoying the un- 
speakable felicity of Paradise." 

Her young listener crossed herself devoutly, and uttered 
a brief prayer. 

By this time evening was closing, and the superior arose 
and proposed to descend. Eugenia followed her, thinking 
of the recital she had just heard, and wondering if in truth 
happiness was alone to be found in conventual * seclusion. 
Her heart began seriously to incline to this belief, for since 
she had been among them, the nuns who had revealed to 
her any portion of their inner life made the same assertion, 
that " the peace which passeth understanding" had been at- 
tained by them only as the vowed brides of Christ. 

That this was a part of their system, she could not know. 
That the will of the abbot was a law to the little communi- 
ty, she had no means of discovering ; and toward the priest 
himself she was beginning to cherish a sincere and rever- 
ential attachment. 

Time passed on, and day by day the young soul became 
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more deeply inthralledy until the dedication of the spring- 
time of existence to the worship of God seemed to her the 
most august, the most to be desired of all earthly destinies. 
Her mind, through the influence of the teachings addressed 
to it, attained a strange state of exaltation ; and those around 
her persuaded her that a miracle had been wrought in her 
behalf, and the Holy Spirit had entered her soul with such 
power as to draw it irresistibly toward heaven. She spent 
many hours in prayer and penance, and the fair face became 
almost spiritual in its expression ; while her form assumed 
an ethereal delica<rf of outline, which might have alarmed 
those who did not know by what means it had been pro- 
duced. Could all the secrets of that ^'prison-house'' have 
been laid bare, a subtile chemical agent would have be^i 
found in the possession of the superior, which if infused, how- 
ever slightly, in the drink used by a person of sensitive tem- 
perament^ would produce the results visible in the young girL 

To Eugenia herself her mind seemed clearer — ^&eer fix)m 
doubt than ever before ; but the two who watched her with 
never-slumbering interest knew that their will exerted a 
strange and powerful influence upon her thoughts. 

The abbot had studied the wonderful mysteries of human 
life, and that influence which is now recognized as mag- 
netism he comprehended as far as it has ever been mastered 
by human skill. In their long interviews, he quietly experi- 
mented on the delicately organized being who so deeply 
interested him, and with a sense of power that made his 
heart thrill with emotion he found that the electric cord by^ 
which her soul was darkly bound responded readily to his 
will ; while her perfect trust in him caused her to feel no 
shrinking froni the influence he wielded over her. 

The history of the abbess in its main points was true, 
but its conclusion was not so; for she had ever rebelled 
against the fate that gave her to a cloister ; and at times 
indulged in invective against him who had been instrument- 
al in placing her in her present position. 

The only person dissatisfied with the fate to which her 
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daughter was eyidently tending was Madame Altenberg. 
She violently opposed her wish to commence her novitiate, 
although assured hj the abbot that such was evidently the 
will of Heaven. She comprehended enough of the grasping 
spirit of the priests to know that the wealth which Euge- 
nia claimed was the chief inducement to those who labored 
so zealously to bring her into the Church ; and she opposed 
her profession as a nun with all the imprudence of an ir- 
ritable woman, regardless of consequences. 

To convince her that her suspicions were unfounded, the 
abbot requested Eugenia to convey to her mother the great- 
er portion of the fortune his efforts had succeeded in secur- 
ing to her ; assuring Madame Altenberg, at the same time, 
that, so soon as her preparations were completed, she was 
quite at liberty to leave the convent, and seek a home 
wherever her inclinations might lead her. 

Heartily weary of the seclusion of her late existence, 
pining for change and excitement, she eagerly consented to 
relinquish her claims on her daughter, provided the money 
was secured to her. She loved Eugenia, but she had no 
vocation for a conventual life, and day by day their sympa- 
thies seemed to become more widely severed. 

Eugenia triumphed in the thought that her mother's ac- 
cusations of self-interest had been so completely refuted by 
the relinquishment of so large a portion of her fortune ; and 
she at once assumed the white veil, with the^understanding 
that the term of her novitiate was to be shortened, and her 
vows be taken on the occasion of the first grand celebration 
in the Church. 

It' was strange, but from the time Madame Altenberg 
commenced her preparations for departure her health be- 
^ gan to fail. With the slightest exertion, a sense of suffo- 
cation overcame her, and from day to day the attacks in- 
creased in frequency and violence. Still she persevered; 
for she declared that the mountain air affected her heart 
and lungs so fatally, that she must die if she did not escape 
from it. 
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On the last evening of her intended stay, she retired in 
better spirits than usual, in the prospect of a speedy change. 
It came, but was greater than she had anticipated ; for it 
was from time to eternity. 

In the morning when Eugenia awoke she found her moth- 
er lying cold and motionless beside her, and it was evident 
that life had departed many hours before. No external ev- 
idence betrayed the means by which this opportune death 
was accomplished ; but the abbot very meaningly congrat- 
ulated the superior on the accession of wealth which her 
house would speedily gain through the profession of Ma- 
demoiselle Altenberg ; for, in espousing the Church, Eugenia 
endowed it with the greater portion of her worldly posses- 
sions. 

Eugenia felt this blow deeply ; but its ultimate effect was 
to strengthen her determination to take the veil as speedily 
as possible, and in the duties thus assumed find consolation 
for her grief. 

The remains of her mother were interred with great 
pomp, and nightly masses were said for the repose of h^ 
soul, with extreme unction, by those who had prematurely 
sent it to its eternal rest 



CHAPTER XVI. 

In the morning, when the different families inhabiting the 
cave collected in the hall of statues, that Ferron was not 
among them was scarcely remarked, as' he was in the habit 
of sleeping as late as possible, and rarely joined them before 
the usual morning service was over. Thus no suspicion 
of treachery entered the minds of the doomed beings he had 
betrayed to so ruthless a fate. 

This was a day of peculiar interest to several individuals 
among the refugees. As the cave was regarded as only a 
temporary place of concealment, constant communication 
was kept up with their friends without, by whose efforts 
the means of escape were provided ; though new arrivals 
generally kept a sufficient number in the cave to render a 
sudden inroad among them a scene of terrific slaughter. 

Among those who were so fortunate as to have friends 
interested in their welfare was a young silk-weaver, who, 
together with his betrothed bride, had at di£ferent times 
found protection there. Favelle had abjured the Romish 
faith, had been imprisoned, condemned to the galleys, and 
while on his way to Montpellier, chained to another Hugue- 
not, by the exertion of great strei^h he had broken his 
bonds, released his companion, and together they fied to the 
mountains. Favelle found an asylunvin the cave, while the 
friend for whom he had done such good service achieved 
his escape to Geneva, and from there found means to open 
a Way for the young weaver to follow him. 

He was betrothed to a girl of his own station, and among 
those already in hiding he found Leonie, orphaned and ren- 
dered homeless by a sudden inroad of the dragoons into her 
native village. Her father's cottage was destroyed, and in 
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attemptiDg to resist he was himself slain. Her mother had 
long been dead, and the young girl escaped almost by a mir- 
acle to the protection of a friend, who brought her with him 
to the cave. 

The meeting of the lovers under such circumstances was 
a matter of interest to their companions in misfortune; and 
there was a universal feeling of sympathy when it was known 
that a way was opened for them to escape. A party of four 
could leave with the promised guide, who was to meet them 
at the Eagle Pass. It had been settled that M. Lefevre, and 
the fiiend who had aided Leonie to reach the hills in safety, 
should accompany them in their flight. 

After the usual evening service was ended, the marriage 
ceremony between the lovers was to be performed by the 
pastor; and several children were to be baptized, as the 
parents knew not when they should again find means to 
have this sacred duty performed by a minister of their own 
faith. 

As these incidents broke the monotony of their daily life, 
much interest was manifested in such simple preparations 
as could be made for them. Quite an illumination was 
created around the altar, and torches were so distributed 
throughout the hall as to show its vast proportions and 
unique architecture. 

The. fugitives were to depart at twilight, and the evening 
service was performed at an earlier hour than usual, that 
time might be afforded after its close to bid adieu to the de- 
parting ones. M. Lefevre, pale but quite composed, entered 
the pulpit, and read the seventy-third Psalm in a most im- 
pressive manner. After the hymn, he repeated as his text 
a few words from what he had just read, 

"Nevertheless, I am always with thee." 

From them he spoke with an eloquence and fervid power 
he had never before displayed. The consciousness that this 
was his last address to those before him seemed to Inspire 
him; and the spirit-stirring appeal he uttered was calcu- 
lated to nerve his hearers to endure all that man might in-^ 
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flict, if the consciousness was with them that for Heaven 
and truth the conflict was waged. 

Every creature in the cave had gathered around the pas- 
tor to hear his last instructions ; but in so' vast a place, so 
imperfectly lighted, the absence of one man would scarcely 
be noted ; and that of Ferron attracted no attention. The 
feeling of absolute security that dwelt among them pre- 
vented a watch from being kept on any one, beyond the 
law which forbade them to pass the entrance without the 
express permission of the sentinel always stationed on duty 
there. No one issued from it save a few trusty mountaineers 
acquainted with every pathway for miles around, who kept 
up outside communication, as was absolutely necessaiy. 

The sermon was ended, and the two to be united arose. 
They were young and interesting in appearance, and the 
peculiar circumstances under which they came forward to 
receive the bridal benediction caused every heart in that 
assembly to be moved with sympathy for their future wel- 
fare. Many a fervent prayer and blessing arose from souls 
bowed with their own afflictions ; and smiles greeted them 
from wan lips, that of late had rarely been moved by any 
emotion save that which was sorrowful. 

The bride wore her peasant costume, consisting of a dark 
blue skirt, with a crimson bodice laced across the bust 
with black, and trimmed with knots of scarlet ribbon. Her 
black hair was braided in wide plaits, looped &ncifully 
around her head, and fastened with a gold bodkin. She 
clung timidly to the arm of her lover, who looked proud 
and happy, notwithstanding the uncertain position in which 
they stood. 

The ceremony was soon performed, and the pair moved 
slightly aside to permit the children to be offered for bap- 
tism. Three were brought forward, and among them the 
in&nt son of Laval. His family formed a picturesque 
group — ^the towering form of the forester holding the boy 
in his arms, while his pale wife dung to him on one side, 
and Lucille stood on the other. 

L 
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Laval was the last one to present his child, and as the pas- 
tor raised his hand and permitted the sacred water of bap- 
tism to flow upon the fair brow of the infant, a thrilling ay 
suddenly broke the impressive sounds of M. Lefevre's voice, 
and horror-struck &ces revealed that they were surrounded 
by a cordon of soldiers, who had noiselessly approached, and 
now stood with leveled muskets and glaring eyes, ready to 
pour destruction in the midst of the helpless and unarmed 
groups before them. 

That cxy was the signal ; each dragoon had taken deadly 
aim at his intended victim, and a simultaneous dischai^e 
carried death to nearly every manly heart in that assembly ; 
while women and children received ghastly wounds, com- 
pared with which death would have been mercy. There 
were flying forms, and wild shrieks, and cries for mercy, 
that were never heai*kened to by the ruthless murderers. 

Utter extermination, except to the pastor and !Laval, had 
been their orders, and well did they execute them. So se- 
curely had their measures been taken, that not one escaped 
to the numerous hiding-places afforded by such a j>lace as 
the cave; and perhaps it was a mercy that they did not, 
for there they must have perished by the wasting tortures 
of &unine. 

The first discharge had covered Laval with blood from 
the bridegroom, who fell with his newly-made wife clasped 
to his breast — happy at least in dying together. The desire 
to take the forester alive caused so conspicuous a mark to 
be passed by ; his wife and daughter stood in such posi- 
tions beside him, that it was impossible to aim accurately at 
either of them without danger to him ; thus they all escaped 
the murderous fire, save the infant. A bullet glanced and 
broke his arm ; the frantic mother snatched him from his 
father's arms, and fell fainting with terror. 

The wretched man stooped to lift them again that he 
might at least die in the attempt to protect them, when a 
fierce grasp was laid on his shoulder, and a voice said, 
"You we are commissioned to make prisoner." 
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At that isstant a cry was heard that vibrated to the in- 
most soul of the father ; and with the fiuy of a baited tiger 
he dashed aside the hand that would have held him, and, 
bounding over the dead and dying, reached his daughter just 
as a dragoon was la3ring his rude grasp upon her. 

To dash him aside, fjnatch her to his breast, and fly toward 
the opening leading to the hills, was the work of a brief 
moment. Three soldiers started in pursuit; but Laval, 
burdened as he was, outstripped them all — ^for he was nerved 
by desperation ; to escape with her, or to destroy her himself, 
was his steirn resolution ; though he felt as if the clutch of 
a fiend was on his heart as the terrible thought passed 
through it. 

The outlet was open, for the sentinel had heard the dis- 
charge of fire-arms, and hastened to ascertain its cause. Ap- 
palled by the scene that met his view, he fled over the hill- 
side to meet imprisonment from the dragoons who guarded 
the ravine. 

Hotly pursued, the forester rushed through the opening, 
and gained the edge of the precipice. Two soldiers were on 
the path in front of him, and he saw there was no escape. 
He turned his face for one instant toward those who follow- 
ed him ; it was livid, and his hair bristled upon his head 
like one in mortal &ight. His daughter lay helpless upon 
his breast, and it was evident that terror had rendered her 
insensible to what was passing. 

The grasp of his pursuers was already upon the garments 
of Laval; their curses were ringing in his ears, when his 
voice arose with such fearful agony in its tones that ev3n 
those hardened men recoiled : 

"My Grod! to save her, thou knowest this is all that is 
left me !" And with a frantic impulse he threw the helpless 
form over the yawning chasm. One of the dragoons clutched 
at her dress, and there was an instant of breathless horror ; 
then the garment yielded, and to save himself from losing 
his footing on the edge of the precipice, the man relaxed his 
grasp, and the slight form of Lucille went down — down. 
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while her father stood paralyzed by the deed he had thus 
been forced to commit, with rigid frame and stony eyes, 
an image of despair in its most terrible aspect. 

He made no attempt to throw himself after her, for Laval 
considered suicide as the last refuge of a cowardly soul ; and 
he believed that work yet remained before him in the service 
of his heavenly Master. 

With execrations the dragoons pinioned him and carried 
him back into the cave, vowing they would punish him for 
his crime before they turned him over to the strong arm of 
ecclesiastical authority to be dealt with according to his 
heretical contumacy. As his captors rudely dragged him 
along, at every step the dead and dying met his view ; but, 
stunned and bewildered by the awful scene he had just pass- 
ed through, he was unmoved by the groans and faint wails of 
anguish that arose on every side. 

Unarmed, and believing themselves secure, the Huguenots 
had been massacred without even a chance of resistance ; 
and in obedience to the sanguinary orders of the priest, 
nearly all had fallen victims. As the party approached the 
altar, Laval saw M. Lefevre pinioned, and seated beneath 
the pulpit in which he had recently officiated ; and dose be- 
side his feet lay the pallid form of his own wife, holding her 
stunned and bleeding child to her bosom with that frantic 
dasp which even insensibility could not relax. The old 
man had covered his eyes to shut out the dreadful scene be- 
fore him ; and he prayed in broken tones, endeavoring thus 
to shut out the harrowing thoughts that crowded in his 
mind, while in anguish of spirit he asked for submission to 
the will of God, One of the soldiers rudely seized his arm, 
and tearing his hands from his &uce, said, 

"You have escaped from us once, old fellow; but it's 
the last chance you'll have to play your tricks on me. We'll 
try our hand on you again, and on this fellow here too, be- 
fore we hand you over to the priests to be roasted, as all 
heretics deserve. Look around you, and see what your fel- 
low-unbelievers have come to." 
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"Friend," replied M. Lefevre, mildly, "they are hap- 
pier than you ; for they have entered into the joys of their 
Father's kingdom, and you have yet to answer for the crime 
that sent them there hy violence. !Laval, my good friend, 
we have doubtless been singled out to meet a sterner fate. I 
feel that I can endure what God may send ; how is it with 
you, my poor fellow 1" 

" If I could battle it out with them as man to man," said 
the forester, in a hollow tone, "I could endure; but these 
bonds — ^this tortured heart, are hard to bear." 

His eyes fell on his wife and son, and dilated with new 
horror as he beheld evidences that they yet lived. In a 
despairing tone he exclaimed, 

" They move — they breathe ; when I trusted they had 
passed into a better land." 

At this moment his wife raised herself up with an expres- 
sion of intense fear upon her pallid face. The child, roused 
by the movement, uttered a feeble cry, and the dragoon 
brutally said, 

" Here are two of these cursed heretics still alive. TU 
make short work with them." 

He unsheathed his dagger, and Laval saw the glittering 
blade raised to strike almost with an emotion of joy ; better 
death for his hapless wife, than such a life as must now re- 
main to her. Annette uttered a wild cry, and called on her 
husband for help. His name stayed the man's hand in the 
act of striking, and he laughed savagely as he asked, 

" Is this your wife and child V 

Laval made no reply ; but Annette said, 

" Yes — ^yes, we are. Murder us not in his sight." 

"Not just yet," replied the dragoon, coolly. "But I do 
not believe you will consider it a particular grace that I do 
not kill you at once." 

" Oh, Annette ! why did you not die with courage 1" ask- 
ed Laval, despairingly. "My own tortures are as nothing ; 
but yours — the lad's, how can I bear them and live?" 

The brutal soldier seized the child, whose broken arm 
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hung helpless by his side, and swung him aloft ; fully restored 
to sensibility by the pain, he cried out, and the man said, 

" Here's music for you ! Hear how it rings through these 
old walls." 

The mother clung to his knees, and implored mercy, but 
he spumed her fiercely, and said, 

" Get out of my way, woman ! This young spawn of 
heresy you shall never again lay your hands on : he belongs 
to me, to do as I please with." 

By this time the bloody work was completed by dispatch- 
ing the wounded, and the dragoons began to gather around 
the actors in this scene. Jeers, taunts, and insults were of-* 
fered to the helpless victims left at their mercy. Lefevre at-j 
tempted to remonstrate, but his interference was resented 
so fiercely that the result to him might have been fatal, had 
not two soldiers sent by Captain Delmont opportunely ar- 
rived, with an order from him for the delivery of M. Lefe- 
vre, that he might be conducted as a prisoner to Nismes. 

The dragoons in the cave formed a portion of his own 
troop, and they dared not disobey the command ; so, after 
enduring a few more indignities, the captured pastor was 
permitted to leave the cave under the escort of the two sent 
on this timely errand ; but the wretched Laval remained at 
the mercy of the soldiers. A brief and affecting adieu passed 
between the two, and then M. Lefevre was hurried away. 

A short consultation took place between the leaders, and 
they determined to remove their three captives to the interi- 
or hall discovered by Ferron, there to torture them at their 
leisure. The dead bodies of the slain were left as they had 
hUen ; but the beautiful altar was destroyed, amidst blas- 
phemies and curses that were terible to hear. It was blown 
into fragments by gunpowder; one of the pieces struck Ma- 
dame Laval upon the forehead, and injured her severely; but 
the accident only elicited brutal jests from the cruel beings 
around her, and her mental anguish was too great to per- 
mit her to feel severely the physical suifering she endured. 

This accomplished, the prisoners were draped through 
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the rough avenue, the poor child crying with pain at every 
step, while his mother, held in the strong grasp of one of her 
persecutors, was not permitted to approach him. At length 
they reached the h^ and Laval was &stened with addi- 
tional cords to one of the stone figures in front of the throne, 
while his wife was seated in the outspread arms of another, 
and tied in such a manner as effectually to prevent her es- 
cape. The wounded child was then placed upon a projec- 
tion on the throne, just in front of the wretched parents, 
and leflb there to perish, in their sight, of pain and exhaus- 
tion. His piteous wailings only elicited jests and scofis from 
the wretches around ; and when they sunk into a feeble 
moan of suffering, the points of their clears were used to 
lacerate his tender flesh, and arouse him to a new sense of 
pain. In vain did the frantic mother entreat that they 
would kill him; in vain struggle to reach him, that she 
might soothe his angul&h. 

" Wait till the priest comes," said one of the men. " He 
will tell you how you can keep the lad alive." 

At these words Madame Laval turned her eyes upon the 
&ce of her husband. He could not behold this scene with- 
out struggling with maniac strength to free himself from 
his bonds ; but his captors only jeered at the impotency of 
his efforts. They had stretched his arms out and bound ihem 
to the wings of the stone image, and his feet were not per- 
mitted to reach the floor, thus causing the whole weight of 
his body to fall upon the cords, that bound him, inflicting 
the most exquisite physical torture. His torn and blood- 
stained garments; the stony horror which had never left 
his face since he saw the form of his daughter sink into that 
terrible abyss, all combined to render him an object of fear- 
ful and heroic sufifering ; for no insult had been able to wring 
from his pallid lips an expression of fear or entreaty. At 
the allusion to the priest, he turned his deep gaze upon his 
wife, and understood the mute appeal she made. He spoke 
in a hollow and broken voice, 

" Annette, you would save the boy at the price of your 
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own soul, which, ere long, will be required at your hands. 
The lad must perish ; but Christ has said, ' Suffer little chil- 
dren to come unto me,' and He will do better for him than 
those into whose hands he must fall if he continues on earth. 
Let us die as we hare lived, in the firm belief that God is 
with us, in spite of the sufferings we bear for his sake." 

Annette closed her eyes, and her trembling lips prayed f(H* 
strength to obey; for, firm as her &ith was, she had but a 
weak woman's heart, and she believed that the menjy of the 
divine Being would pardon a recantation wrung from them 
under such terrible circumstances. 

Suddenly the sound of a distant chant came breathing 
fidntly into the hall. It momentarily increased in volume, 
and gradually swelled through the arched roof, a joyful pean 
over the ruthless sacrifice which had so lately been consum- 
mated. A train of priests, bearing consecrated candles, with 
lighted censers swung before them, came winding into the sa- 
loon, chanting a Te Dewn over the destruction of the heretics. 

They came forward slowly, and arranged themselves in 
front of the throne. At a sign from one of them, the child 
was removed, and placed almost within reach of his mother, 
where her eyes could behold his sinking features, over which 
the pale violet tinge of approaching death was already spread- 
ing. His garments had been nearly torn from his body, and 
on his delicate fiesh the cruel punctures made by the lances 
were traced in crimson lines — ^a sight to make angels weep, 
but which only drew approving looks fi:om the fanatical 
crowd that gathered around the altar on which they were 
about to offer the oblation of worship to a Being of whom 
it is expressly said >'that his heart is filled with compassion 
toward the creatures He has made." 

The lights were arranged and mass performed, the blood- 
stained actors in the late scene joining in it as devoutly as if 
deeds of Christian benevolence had alone occupied their time. 
A plenary absolution for all their sins was then granted 
them, in consideration of the good service they had just ren- 
dered the Church, and the religious pageant was ended* 
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Then the officiating priest turned to the prisoners. He 
was a man of stern and cold aspect, with that deep, ray- 
less black eye which is ever cruel. There was nothing to 
hope &om the relentings of his heart, and Madame Laval 
closed her eyes in despair as he gazed down on her and 
asked, 

^^ Daughter, has not the good God convinced you that his 
wrath follows heretical unbelievers as a consuming fire? 
Behold, to what a pass he has brought you, as a punish- 
ment for your rebellion against his holy Church." 

Her hands were at liberty, and she feebly motioned him 
away, but made no reply. He pointed to her child, and 
continued, 

"Behold the argument addressed to you through the ten- 
derest sympathies of your nature. Will you be guilty of 
the murder of your own ofi&pring, when submission to the 
law and the Church will enable you to save him alive t 
Harden not your heart, daughter, but obey the promptings 
of nature, for I assure you they are of God, and hallowed 
in his sight." 

The unhappy mother raised her head and cast a despair- 
ing look upon her husband. Calm, rigid, and mournful was 
the answering expression it met, and she felt that the last 
fatal stab would be given him if she faltered now. She 
sunk back murmuring, 

"Leave me ; let me die ; it is now my only wish/' 

At that instant, as if to strengthen the appeal of the priest, 
a feeble cry came £rom the lips of the infant ; the mother 
stretched h^ arms imploringly toward him, and said, 

"Give him to me; let him die upon my breast. Oh I 
that is not much to grant to one in such extremity as mine." 

"Purchase the right and it is yours," and he held a cru- 
cifix before her. "Make the sign of the cross; press this 
holy image to your lips, and your child shall be restored to 
you." 

"And my husband?" she feebly asked. 

" He must answer for himself, as you for yourself." 
L2 
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"Then we must both perish, for he will never recant ;" 
and from that moment she had firmness to close her lips, 
and refuse to reply to the entreaties, threats, and commands 
that alternately assailed her. She lay with her eyes fixed 
immovably upon her dying child, endeavoring to pray, but 
with a heart so torn with anguish as to render her scarcely 
conscious of what she asked. Weakened by previous illness, 
she was rapidly sinking into the embrace of death herself, 
and a few more hours would probably release her from the 
power of her tormentors. 

With savage joy Laval saw this result approaching ; and 
it gave him strength to defy the priest when he at length 
turned to him and uttered an anathema against all who re- 
belled against the authority of the holy apostolic Church, 
and used their influence to mislead others. At length, goad- 
ed to fury by the fearless replies he received, the priest 
said, 

"You shall be forced to recant by some means; I care 
not what they may be, provided the recantation is gained." 

" My tongue shall be torn from my mouth, and my right 
hand consumed in a slow fire, before I Ynll suffer either to 
wrong my heart so basely," was the firm response. " Tor- 
ture me, kill me, as you have the will to do ; but my im- 
mortal spirit is beyond your power ; and that shall enter 
into the presence of its Maker untarnished by this base 
apostasy." 

The priest eyed him coldly. He said, 

"Speak not with such certainty. Wait — see what a few 
more hours may produce." 

"It matters not; so long as sense and judgment remain 
with me, I will be true to my faith. Grod will not hardly 
judge the acts of a madman, especially if that madness is 
the result, of cruelties sanctioned by those who claim to be 
the ministers of his grace and mercy upon earth. To him 
I leave my cause ; it could not be in better hands." 

Rendered furious by his bold words, the priest turned 
away, uttering the anathema of the Church against all con- 
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tumacioiis and unbdieving persons. He spoke to IHerre, 
the leader of the dragoons, and said, 

*' I leave you to deal with him as you choose. Gain the 
recantation at all hazards : he will subsequently retract it ; 
and that will afford a pretext for exemplary punishment." 

In obedience to a movement from him, the procession 
again formed ; a requiem for the dead was chanted in slow 
and solemn measure as they wound slowly through the pas- 
I sage ; now dying nearly away ; then rising again in choral 
majesty, as if a new echo had seized and swelled each tone 
as it passed into a wild wail of sorrow that moaned through 
the vast dome in such melancholy cadences as might have 
moved the most insensible spirit. Even the rude soldiers 
listened awe-struck, until the last echo died away. Then 
they aroused themselves to the performance of the cruel duty 
delegated to them. 

Wine and provifflons had been brought in abundance for 
the refreshment of the dragoons ; and in the intervals be- 
tween the torments inflicted on their victims, they indulged 
in drinking, until the cave presented a scene of wild riot 
and drunken blasphemy that no words have power to de- 
lineate, even if the pen of the writer did not recoil from 
such an attempt. 

The flesh of Laval was lacerated by thrusting splinters of 
burning wood into it. His beard was plucked out in small 
portions at a time ; and finally the rude figure to which he 
was bound was torn from its place, and rested against an- 
other in such a position as to enable them to insert a tube 
in his mouth, into which they poured wine until his eyes 
seemed bursting from their sockets, and the purple hue of 
his features gave evidence that he had reached a state of 
stupid intoxication. 

In this condition, a cross was brought and laid upon his 
breast ; his right hand was unbound, and a pen placed in it. 
A paper, containing a full recantation of his heretical errors, 
and a petition to be received again into the bosom of the 
Church, was then brought, and his hand guided until it was 
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made to sign it. Thus obtained, the recantation was care- 
ftdlj preserved, to be used against him should he dare to 
repudiate the deed when his senses were restored. 

By this time, Madame Laval had sunk into an apparent 
state of insensibility, from which thej deemed it best to 
arouse her. Leaving her husband to sdeep off the fumes of 
the wine with which they had drenched him, thej surround* 
ed the dying mother and child, and kept up a continued up* 
roar worthy of pandemonium itself; occasionally pausing 
to shout into the dulled ears of the expiring woman the in- 
quiiy as to whether she would follow the example of her 
husband, and save her soul by a repudiation of all her he- 
retical errors. 

But poor Madame Laval could no longer understand 
them ; the faint and struggling breath that issued from her 
lips was the only evidence that life yet lingered in her 
frame, and the inj^t was already cold in death. Receiv- 
ing no response, the sergeant, as a last atrocity, seized th& 
marble form of the boy, and dashing it upon his mother's 
breast, exclaimed, 

"There wretches ! go and bum tc^ether. You prayed 
for him, and he is yours now." 

The action seemed to arouse some gleam of conscious- 
ness in the dying mother, for she partially unclosed her 
dimming eyes, and made an effort to clasp the form thus 
rudely thrust against her ; but strength and life alike failed* 
The half-raised hand dropped nerveless by her side, and 
the mother and child were alike insensible to farther wrong 
or insult. 

Many hours had been consumed in these orgies, and, 
wearied even with their own brutalities, the dragoons at 
length slept heavily. Silence reigned where so lately re- 
sounded tumult and blasphemy ; gradually the frimes of the 
wine which Laval had been forced to swallow were dissi- 
pated, and his mind acted clearly again. Why his senses 
had been thus obscured, he too well understood ; fbr this 
was but one of the many cruel stratagems resorted to by 
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the Papists to force a recantation of which the most un- 
justifiable use was afterward made. 

Bound, ruined, and helpless, nothing now remained to 
the wretched man but his trust in God ; and he prayed to 
Him with fervoit spirit to sustain his courage, and keep his 
heart firm through every temptation. Thinldng that the 
sight of his dead wife and son would torture him, the sol- 
diers had placed them in such a position that, as soon as he 
> recovered his senses, he must observe them. He only re- 
turned thanks for their deliverance from the cruel power of 
his enemies ; but a pang of bitter anguish rent his heart 
when he thought of that young being hurled to destruction 
by his own hand. In imagination, he followed her down — 
down that terrific plunge to the final point of rest, and his 
strong form thrilled with agony. 

The physical and mental tortures he had endured for so 
many hours at length began to affect his mind fearfully. 
Shapes of horror fiitted before him ; then a sea of blood 
seemed to roll over them and blot them all out ; from this 
a white terror-stricken face gleamed, now hidden by the red 
waves, and anon visible at some other point, yet always 
ghastly and pallid, amidst the ensanguined fiood in which it 
seemed to surge. 

Conscious that this was but a vision created by the ex- 
cited condition of his nerves, Laval exercised all his moral 
force to regain the just balance of his thoughts ; and for a 
few moments a clear perception of the realities around him 
was recalled ; but these were not of a nature to calm or 
console his disordered faculties, and again that train of vi- 
fflonaiy horrors would sweep before him. 

His hands had again been bound, and he made Herculean 
efforts to release them, but in vain. His captors were too 
well aware of his strength and daring to permit a chance 
of escape to a prisoner they had been assured was of such 
importance to the priests. 

Slowly the dragoons slept off the effects of their debauch, 
and one by one aroused themselves to a comprehension of 
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the scene in which they found themselves. Loud cries and 
shrieks, as from one suffering from. a paroxysm of insanity, 
echoed through the dismal cave, now only lighted by a few 
dying torches. They gathered around the wretched pris- 
oner, whose glaring eyes, foaming lips, and maniac cries 
revealed the result of the mental anguish he had so long 
endured. 

The hair, which at sunset had been black as the wing of 
the raven, was now aa white as snow ; and the writhing lips i 
uttered such moans of anguish as might have touched a 
heart of steeL The comment made by one of the soldiers 
was, 

'' See how God deals with these heretics. He takes every 
thing from them, even to their senses ; and yet they will 
persist in the wrong." 

Such was the fanatical spirit infused into their ignorant 
minds by those who assumed the duty of leading them in 
the path to heaven. 

Since Laval was in no condition to be farther tormented, 
and they had, at any rate, obtained the recantation the priest 
desired, the sergeant made preparations to leave the cave. 
The bodies of the mother and child were irreverently thrown 
into a convenient nook, where they were screened from ob- 
servation ; the half paralyzed form of the madman was re- 
leased from the painful position in which it had so long lain ; 
but still sufficiently bound to preclude any chance of escape. 

A small detachment was sent with Laval through the 
avenue leading into the vaults ; this had been opened and 
cleared out by the soldiers as they passed through it on their 
way to the cave, and a rude bridge was thrown across the 
dividing stream. On the same day, by the orders of the 
superior, the passage was closed at both extremities, that 
ingress should no longer be afforded into the secret prison- 
house over which she presided. 

The remainder of the party returned through the outer 
caverns, and they stopped to mutilate and destroy whatever 
was found most beautiful in their adornment. The bodies 
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of the slain remained as they had fallen ; no attempt was 
made to bury them ; but no sooner had the departure of the 
dragoons become known, than stealthy steps approached ; 
mangled forms were sought for with tender care, and the 
rites of sepulture rendered with many bitter tears. Graves 
were dug in the silence of night within the cave itself, and 
beings once fondly cherished were consigned to them with 
no ritual save the broken prayer and bursting sob from the 
wrung heart of friend or relative, as the earth was placed 
upon the shroudless breast. 

The lofty dome, so lately echoing with the songs of praise, 
now arose as a vast sepulchral monument above those who 
had met so fearful a fate; and no voice of £BUthful pastor 
was found to chant Hequiescat m pace. 

Notwithstanding the state to which the sufferings of La- 
val had reduced him, he was conveyed to the ceps — cells so 
contrived that free movement in them was impossible. In 
tl^ese terrible places, rest and motion were alike forbidden 
to their occupants, and no torture could have been invented 
more protracted or difficult to bear. Food barely sufficient 
to sustain life was furnished to him ; and day after day he 
was visited by the priests with questions and instructions to 
which he could now neither reply nor understand. 

At length, fearing their victim would escape them, and 
resolute to make such an example of the forester as must 
strike terror into the hearts of the Huguenotes, D' Aguesseau 
caused him to be removed to a more comfortable place of 
confinement, and to receive such medical attendance as he 
needed. Under this treatment, the wild paroxysms of in- 
sanity subsided into a gloomy and settled aberration of in- 
tellect ; but never for one moment did liis unbalanced mind 
cease to ding to his faith. That was indeed to him the 
" rock of ages," and every influence brought to bear against 
it proved utterly powerless. 

His memory remained clear ; and it supplied him with 
an infinite number of texts from the Bible, which had been 
his life-long study, with which to refute the arguments of 
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his priestly persecutors. He utterly rejected the validity of 
the recantation so shamefully obtained, and refused to ac- 
knowledge that for one moment in his life he had ever 
acknowledged the infallibility of the Bomish Church. 

Finding him utterly intractable, Laval was finally thrown 
into a dungeon, there to await his mockery of a trial ; and 
the dungeons of Nismes were so loathsome, that the histori- 
ans of the times speak of them as among the worst to be 
found in France. 

Awaiting their trial in the^ same prison, though in a cell 
a few degrees better than the one given the forester, were 
several Huguenot gentlemen ; among whom was Claude 
Chastain, now an avowed Protestant ; and among his friends 
it was apprehended that it would be worse with him on ac- 
count of his lapse from Catholicism. 
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CHAPITER XVn. 

M. Lefevbe was not found among these prisoners ; and a 
few hours after his departure from the cavern a strange 
scene occurred in which he was one of the principal actors. 

It was quite dark when the dragoons delivered him to 
Captain Delmont; he received him with the courtesy due 
to his former station, and ordered one of his troop to dis- 
mount and give the prisoner his horse. Almost in silence 
they proceeded to Nismes, and stopped at the intendant's 
residence. 

M. Lefevre was brought into the presence of D'Aguesseau ; 
who in coarse and brutal language informed him that, at 
the earnest request of the Abbot of the Dominicans, and of 
that faithful son of Mother Church, the Sieur de Montour, 
he was to be saved from a trial which must inevitably end 
in his condemnation, and plac^ in the custody of the latter 
gentleman. 

In vain did the prisoner protest against an arrangement 
that would throw him into the power of his two worst ene- 
mies. His remonstrances were treated with contempt ; and 
in half an hour he again set out, under' the escort of four 
dragoons, to the Chateau de Montour. Delmont still ac- 
companied him, and when they reached the open country 
he commanded the men to fall back beyond hearing. He 
then abruptly began : 

"M. Lefevre, I trust you are aware that my position 
compels me to act this part toward you 1" 

" I comprehend your situation. Captain Delmont,*' replied 
M. Lefevre, '^and I assure you that I am grateful for the 
courtesy you have extended to me. Indeed, I feel that I 
should rather rcgoice that you are placed in such a position 
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as enabled you to rescue me from the foiy of those wretch- 
ed murderers this evening." 

The young man drew nearer to him, and lowered the tone 
of his voice : 

<' It is in your power, M. Lefevre, to enlist me so strong- 
ly in your interests, that I will use influence of some weight 
to rescue you and yours from the evil destiny that of late 
has overtaken you." 

" I thank you, my young friend ; but I believe I do not 
quite understand you." 

" I will speak plainly then, Monsieur. I will frankly tell 
you that, as the husband of your daughter, I will claim the 
right to protect the father of my wife from farther persecu- 
tion on account of his religious belief. " 

The prisoner warmly grasped his hand : 

'^ Delmont, you are an honest man, and a true one, I be- 
lieve. I thank you with all my heart for your willingness 
to aid me in this extremity. But I must speak the truth 
to you at once ; my daughter can never become your wife." 

'^ That is all Irene herself deigns to say when I press my 
suit," replied Delmont, impatiently. "What barrier pre- 
vents itt Is she not free to receive my offered hand?" 

" You yourself are scarcely free to offer it to a Huguenot 
bride," replied M. Lefevre, evasively. "Better is it to 
seek one of your own belief; for my daughter will never 
relinquish the truths impressed on her mind from child- 
hood." 

" I do not ask her to do so ; her religion may be a matter 
between herself and her Creator. I shall not interfere with 
it, I assure you : I pledge myself to hold it sacred." 

" But neither the law nor the Church to which you be- 
long will permit that degree of freedom to you. Both 
alike forbid such a union, and both judgment and feeling 
are opposed to it. In the impulse of passion, you would 
wed my child ; but soon difference of opinion on this vital 
point would create dissensions, which the priests would take 
care to imbitter; until domestic happiness must be d^troy- 
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ed. Take the advice of a man who has witnessed these 
things, and seek one of your own £aith with whom to share 
your prosperity.". 

" I love but one, and she shall be my bride, or I will 
have none," rqtlied Delmont, passionately. "You will 
think better of this, M. Lefevre. ^< I will not relinquish 
hope." 

" It were best to do so, I assure you," said the father, in 
a tone of such sincere conviction as fell heavily upon the 
heart of the lover ; and he sunk into a gloomy sOence, in 
which they pursued the remainder of their way. 

Twenty-eight years had passed away since M. Lefevre fled 
with his bride over the road he was now traversing; and 
many painful thoughts, mingled with some that were sweet, 
swept through his mind. In all that time, the friend he had 
once loved, the brother he had left alone, and himself had 
never stood face to face. Carefully had each shunned the 
other. Lefevre, because he felt the uselessness of making 
overtures of reconciliation ; De Montour^ because he cher- 
ished a deep feeling of resentment and outraged pride at the 
result of his efforts to proselyte his friend. 

Now, after years of estrangement, they were to meet — 
the injurer in the power of the injured ; and what the result 
would be, God alone could foresee. 

The party stopped in front of the heavy mansion, and aft- 
er bidding him a friendly adieu, Delmont delivered M. Lefe- 
vre over to two servitors who came forward to receive him. 
At the last moment, he wrung his hand and whispered, 

"Should matters be arranged — should Irene consent to 
become mine, I will rescue you from your prison." 

M. Lefevre* returned the pressure, but n^e no audible 
response ; he turned away, and mechanically followed the 
guidance of the two men who walked on either side. He 
passed through those portions of the chateau that had been 
familiar to him in other days, and entered the mouldering 
and dilapidated rooms, which had long been abandoned to 
the possession of the bats. From one of these, a massive 
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door opened on a flight of steps, winding down toward the 
subterranean apartments of the castle. 

These had not been used for many years ; but, by the or- 
der of the Sieur de Montour, one of the dreary cells had been 
cleaned, and prepared for the reception of his brother-in-law. 
It was a room about ten feet square, fitted up like the cell of I 

an ascetic ; there was no aperture for air or light, except a | 

narrow grating at the very edge of the ceiling, which open- 
ed on a level with the yard without A feeling of chilling 
dampness struck through the frame on entering this gloomy | 

place, and the prisoner could not refrain from saying, ' 

^'And is this the best apartment the Sieur de Montour 
can afford the husband of his sister in his extensive habita- j 

tion t" J 

« This room was chosen by my lord himself," said one of 
the attendants, respectfully. << He bade me say that he would 
visit you himself within the hour." 

An iron lamp was placed on a table, and the two men 
left the cell and locked the door behind them. M. Lefevre 
surveyed the narrow space around ; the floor and walls were 
of Stone ; and the latter were partially covered with rude 
engravings of the martyrdom of the Saints, Opposite the 
rough bed, which was placed in one comer, was a crucifix, 
on which was a figure of the dead Christ, with so little that 
was spiritual in his expression that he might have been mis- 
taken for one of the thieves that perished by his side. 

Several books containing evidences of the antiquity of 
the Bomish Church were placed conspicuously upon the 
table. After looking into them, M. Lefevre sat down, and 
leaning his head upon his hands, surrendered his mind to 
gloomy and painful thought. He knew that the same roof 
sheltered himself and his daughter, yet he scarcely indulged 
the hope that they would be permitted to meet, or even 
that Irene would be apprized of the fact that her father 
was so near her. 

The intolerant and overbearing character the Sieur de 
Montour bad acquired as he advanced in years was well 
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known to M. Lefevre, and he felt that it would have been a 
greater mercy to fall into the power of the law, unjust as it 
was to those of his faith, than to be thus immured under 
the guardianship of one who hated him with the cherished 
rancor of years. 

By the former, he at least would be tried before men ; and 
even if condemned, he could bear witness to the principles 
that actuated his life, and furnish an example of firmness to 
those Huguenots who, for safety, went over by thousands to 
the Papists ; converted by such tender mercies as we have 
described. Death he could have met bravely ; but to be im- 
mured in this dreary place, perhaps for the remainder of his 
existence, was a thought that well might make him shrink. 

His reflections were interrupted by the unclosing of the 
door, and the Sieur de Montour stood before him, wearing 
an expression of severe scrutiny, which revealed that tender 
or gentle memories of the past found no place in his heart. 

For many moments those two men, who had last parted 
in the flush of early manhood, stood and gazed upon each 
other, mutely marking the changes which nearly thirty years 
had produced. Lefevre saw that the haughty and striking 
face, which in youth had been distinguished for its aristo- 
cratic beauty, had hardened into lines of iron seeming; and 
the eyes, once full of life and flre, now looked from beneath 
their lowering brows with cold, mistrustful gleam. There 
was little to attract, and much to repel, in the appearance 
of the Sieur de Montour; and Lefevre wondered if this 
could indeed be the being he had once regarded with the 
affection of a brother. 

On the other hand, De Montour could scarcely persuade 
himself that the gray-haired, prematurely aged man before 
him was the friend of his early days ; though the expres- 
sion which had characterized his youthful face still remainr 
ed much the same ; the only difference being that time and 
suffering had given it more elevation — something more spir- 
itual than in his earlier years. The Sieur de Montour was 
the first to speak. With strong emphasis, he said, 
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" Deceiver — ^traitor ! we have met at last, and as ft is fit- 
ting we should meet. Behold, the words of holy Writ have 
come to pass, ^I will smite his foes before his &ce, and 
plague them that hate him.' " 

M. Lefevre listened calmly to this address. He replied, 
with something of sorrow in his tone, 

" And after all these years of separation, suffering, and 
death, you meet me with a taunt like this. Eeginald de 
Montour, has time taught you no toleration? Have the 
teachings of God spoken to your heart of hatred and bitter^ 
ness alone 1 I assure you that in mine the spirit of loving- 
kindness toward you has always dwelt, in spite of our es- 
trangement." 

" The wrong-doer may well speak thus to him he has in- 
jured in the most vital point. Had we changed places, per- 
haps your experience would have been different. You won 
from my side the bright being that might have made me 
a less stem man ; and oh ! bitter thought, that for years has 
gnawed at my heart as a consuming fire I You — ^you have 
been the means of giving her over to everlasting suffering. 
Your fatal love destroyed her forever ; for a few fleeting 
years of earthly felicity, she bartered her immortal soul." 

Lefevre was deeply shocked and wounded at these w(»*ds. 
He asked: 

" Do you really believe this t" 

" I do, with jdl my soul — ^with all my heart ; with the 
full conviction of my judgment. There is but one Church, 
and beyond that there is no salvation." 

M. Lefevre regarded him compassionately. He gravely 
said, 

"Believing this, I do not wonder that you cherish a 
mortal hatred to me. But I must assure you that if, in 
the sight of a just and kind God, any human being is justi- 
fied, it is she of whom you spoke. Never did a purer being 
live ; and if I believed her condemned for a mere difference 
of opinion, I would abjure all faith — all hope, and perish 
in the darkness of atheism." 



THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 263 

" Since you are now but one remove from it, you may as 
•well go the whole way," replied M. de Montour, with a 
cold sneer. '* The one has as good a chance to enter the 
kingdom of Heaven as the other." 

M. Lefevre gazed on him in silent surprise. At length 
he said, 

" I would learn something of my daughter ; and also, 
what is your purpose in bringing me hither!" 

" As it r^ards the latter, it seems sufficiently plain / wiU 
be your jailer, and see what time and perseverance can do 
toward bringing you over to the right. Penance and mor- 
tification in the silence of this cell will be better than figur- 
ing in an auto da fern Nismes. I wished to save you that 
disgrace, though I love you not. Your daughter I, in my. 
turn, will make the means of returning to you the wrong 
of which you were guilty toward me. I will make her a 
Catholic ; marry her to one who will keep her in the right 
path ; and then, in some degree, you will comprehend what 
I have endured at your hands." 

"There, I fear not all your power. Irene has been 
taught the truth, and from it she will never swerve. The 
sacred memory of her mother will preserve her faith pure 
firom all the arts that can be practiced against her." 

" Time will prove all things," responded the unde, drily. 
" Lrene is but mortal ; and if reasoning does not convince 
her, penance or the promise of temporal rewards may. 
Women are made to yield, as was unhappily proved in the 
case of her unfortunate mother." 

" And is it really your intention to keep my child and 
myself beneath the same roof, and not permit us to meetl" 

" To what purpose t That you may have an oppor- 
tunity to strengthen her in her own will? No— -my niece 
shall not be informed of your presence here. Make up 
your mind to what is inevitable ; this is your home, until 
the submission of Irene to my will produces an alleviation 
to your imprisonment. You owe me thanks that things 
are not even worse with you." 
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Lefevre repressed the bitter emotions that arose within 
him. He earnestly said, 

<< Far better had it been for me to die, bearing witness 
to the truths I believe, than to perish bj the living death to 
which you have consigned me. I have passed mj life in 
the free air of heaven, and confinement in this narrow 
space will crush both mind and body. « Is there no feeling 
in your heart, De Montour, that prompts it to relent from 
this cruelty V\ 

^^ Is not this happiness compared with that lake of fire 
and brimstone across which Dives' eyes were cast in de- 
spair ; and into which fiesh of my flesh now expiates the 
sin of having loved you !" 

There was a tone of dreary conviction in the tones of his 
voice, that caused his listener to tremble-— not with super- 
stitious terror, however, for that his well-poised mind had 
never known ; but with a feeling of tender reverence for the 
sacred dead, which rendered such an ai^rtion inexpressibly 
shocking to him. He replied in a broken tone, 

" May the God whose mercy you have outraged forgive 
you, De Montour." 

He bowed his head upon his hands, and his unoompro-* 
mising brother-in-law left the cell. 

From this night De Montour visited him no more. The 
chaplain daily came to dispute with him on theological 
points, and as this broke the monotony of his confinement, 
M. Lefevre welcomed his appearance. From him he gradu- 
ally learned something of his daughter. Irene had been ill 
almost unto death ; nay, she still lay very low, though the 
physician apprehended no fatal termination to her malady. 

Mademoiselle Lefevre had been discovered holding com- 
munication with some person beyond the walls of the cha- 
teau, and the severity of the penances inflicted on Her at 
the command of her unde had seriously affected her health. 
While suffering from this cause, she accidentally learned 
that Claude Chastain had been imprisoned, and such proof 
existed against him of having gone over to the Huguenots, 
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that he at once acknowledged the charge. It was believed 
that the result of his trial before the ecclesiastical power 
would be condemnation to death, or the galleys. This news 
produced the most disastrous effect upon Irene. Violent 
fever attacked her, in which she became delirious, and raved 
of Chastain in the most singular manner. That she was 
deeply attached to him, was revealed by her wild language ; 
but that knowledge only rendered her uncle the more de- 
termined to complete the union he so earnestly desired be- 
tween Captain Delmont and his niece. 

These facts M. Lefevre elicited by degrees ; for that priest 
was not a prudent man, and he was very fond of talking. 
Besides, he became interested in the prisoner ; and he was 
far less strict in his views than his employer. It was chiefly 
to her uncle that Irene owed the severity of the penances 
she had undergone, and not to the well-fed father, who 
really thought it signified very little what one believed, pro- 
vided the good things of this life were secured by conformity 
to the ruling opinions of the times. The abb^ had adopted 
the priestly calling as the easiest of all lives, and he con- 
trived to Hve as an epicurean amid the ascetic privations 
often practiced by his host and his daughter. His sufficient 
excuse was, that his health required generous diet ; and he 
had a dispensation from his superior. 

The Abbot of the Dominicans also visited him, for the 
purpose of arguing in fevor of his own Church, and denounc- 
ing the heretical opinions of the Huguenots. Finding M. 
Lefevre resolved to hold no argument with him on a sub- 
ject in which each one was equally well versed, and each 
one wedded to his own belief, the monk uttered the severest 
maledictions against his obstinacy, and finally left him to 
seek M. de Montour. Their conference was long, and the 
concluding remark of the abbot was ominous of the future 
fate of the prisoner. He said, 

" Should Lefevre prove utterly contumacious, it will be 
easy to transfer him to the galleys without the form of a 
trial. This can be done so secretly that no one interested 

M 
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in his fate will know where to inquire for him ; through 
my influence with the intendant, I can procure the neces- 
sary order at any time." 

"I will wait yet a little while," replied De Montour, 
gloomily, ''and see what can be done with Irene. We may 
be able to win her over through her love for her fiather ; 
and I am so anxious to save the immortal soul of the poor 
child, that, to succeed in bringing her over to the truth, I 
would even sacrifice my cherished hope of vengeance against 
Lefevre." 

The lip of the listener curled, but he turned his face 
away to conceal its expression fi*om his companion. He 
spoke in a carefully modulated voice, 

" Bight, my son. If the sheep that strayed from the fold 
was worth reclaiming by the Grood Shepherd, surely the soul 
that has never been permitted to behold the true light of 
faith should be brought to see and comprehend its saving 
power. Grently, if it may be thus dealt with ; with power 
j;nd tmction, if it prove rebellious." 

"Those are my own views precisely, and I have carried 
them out toward my niece. She unfortunately became ill, 
or I think before this time my measures must have brought 
her to obedience." 

" Is there really any chance that young Delmont will suc- 
ceed in his suit to her 1 I believe your heart is set on that 
union." 

" Yes ; and it shall take place yet. Since I ascertained, 
from her delirious ravings, that some entanglement exists 
between Claude Chastain and herself, I am only more firmly 
resolved that her marriage with a staunch Catholic shall 
preclude all chance of her falling under the influence of a 
miserable renegade to the faith in which he was reared." 

"Make yourself easy on that score," said the priest, coolly. 
" Chastain will never issue from his prison, save to receive 
his trial and condemnation. His case is an aggravated one, 
and for such the Church has but one punishment— death." 

" That is well ; let him die, and receive the reward due 
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to his abandonment of that augast and holy Mother, who 
-watches with such tender care over her true children ; but 
metes out fit retribution to those who audaciously defy her 
righteous rule. When does his trial come on 1" 

" Before many weeks. I received only yesterday a com- 
munication from Fere la Chaise, in which he assures me 
that the king is nearly brought to the point we have so 
long desired ; even the revocation of the Edict of Henry IV., 
which still protects the Huguenots in some degree ; though 
in this province we have contrived to render its provisions 
nearly nugatory. When the Edict of Nantes is actually 
annulled, we will celebrate it in Nismes by an oblation of 
victims afler the manner of the olden times, when the fumes 
from the blood of the sacrifice ascended to heaven, and 
fomid acceptance in the sight of the Almighty." 

"A fitting doom for those who reject the Church, founded 
by Him who bore the punishment of death for such as be- 
lieve on Him, and his only manifestation on earth, the holy, 
true, and sacred mother of religious faith — ^the august See 
of Rome." 

The abbot crossed himself, though he was by no means so 
fanatical in his belief as his companion, and soon afterward 
took his leave. 

The heart of M. Lefevre yearned to behold his daughter 
once more, and he used all his address to induce the chaplain 
to aid him in so doing. He pledged his word to make no 
efibrt to escape, and after many entreaties the priest at last 
consented to take him at the hour of midnight to the door 
of Irene's chamber, and permit him to enter and gaze a few 
moments upon her as she slept. On no account was he to 
make any efibrt to arouse or speak to her, as that would 
betray to her that her father was near her — ^a fact which 
her uncle had given strict orders should be kept from her 
knowledge. 

After faiiling to keep his appointment several nights, the 
chaplain at length came, and signified that all was ready for 
their enterprise. He said. 
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<^Yoa must be veTj cautious; for MademoiBelle Bertha 
sleeps in the apartment adjoining that of her cousin, and at 
the slightest noise she will come into the sick-room. It is 
no longer necessaiy to watch with your daughter, though 
some one must be within call, and that office Mademoiselle 
Bertha has taken on herself. It is very kind of her too, I 
must say." 

The priest went in front and carried the light, while M. 
licfevre followed with a beating heart to gaze by stealth in 
the silence of night upon the beloved features of his sufiOsr- 
ing child. And this violence to nature was done by those 
who believed they were obeying the will of God, and doing 
service.well pleasing in His sight, by severing the tenderest 
ties of affection. 

They paused a few moments at the door of Irene's cham- 
ber, to ascertain that all was still within. With trembling 
hands M. Lefevre ventured slightly to unclose the door and 
look in. 

The room was spacious, and handsomely furnished ; for 
Irene, since her illness, had been removed from the dreaiy 
tower she first occupied to an apartment adjoining that of 
her cousin. A lamp burned behind a small screen, which 
broke its rays firom the couch, and by its light the father 
found his way to the bedside of his cluld. 

Irene lay white and motionless, under the influence of a 
strong anodyne ; and M. Lefevre saw in the wasted features 
and thin hands how much she had suffered. Even in the 
heavy sleep that now bound her senses, an expression of 
pain was on the still face ; showing that the last thought 
which stamped itself upon her slumbering soul was not one 
of hope or happiness. 

Ah I how fondly the &ther's heart yearned over her! 
How deep would have been his joy to be able to clasp her 
to his breast, and assure here of his presence ; but this, alas I 
he dared not do. One hand lay outside the coverlet, and he 
ventured cautiously to take it into his own. Even his touch 
seemed to possess some magnetic power to recall him to her 
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Bleeping s^iises; for her lips undosed, and she murmured 
broken sentences in which his name occurred. He bent 
down his head to listen, and, after a &w unconnected mut- 
terings, she more distinctly' said, 

"Father — Claud-^lost, lost— all lost I" and a convulsive 
sob broke the stillness. 

The priest heard it, and made a slight noise at the door, 
to warn M. Lefevre that it was time to leave ; but he had 
sunk upon his knees beside the couch, and bitter tears fell 
upon the hand he clasped as he prayed in anguish of spirit 
for this helpless and well^beloved child. It seemed to him 
at that moment that he felt the hopeless wretchedness of 
his condition, with a sense of utter abandonment by the 
great Master who had hitherto giv^ him £Edth to endure all 
earthly ills without shrinking. 

While M. Lefevre thus stru^led with the evil spirit that 
he believed had entered his soul, a tall figure, wrapped in a 
loose dressing-robe of flowered silk, appeared in the open 
doorway leading into the next apartment. Bertha had 
heard the noise made by the sleeping Irene, slight as it was, 
and she arose at once to see if her cousin needed any thing. 
Though startled by the vision of the dark figure kneeling, at 
that hour of the night, beside the couch of her cousin, the 
silvery hair that flowed from his temples showed her that it 
was a man advtmced in life, and she knew that it could be 
no other than her uncle; though how he gained entrance 
there, she was at a loss to comprehend. 

Bertha was young, and she was a woman ; therefore her 
sympathies were not utterly deadened by the fanatical faith 
which forbade their indulgence toward one differing from her- 
self in belief. She stood motionless until the fierce struggle 
in the soul of the conscientious man had ceased, and he arose 
calm and reassured, believing that the providence which now 
seemed dark to him would yet be vindicated; and light to oth- 
ers, if not to himself, be the issue of that struggle in which 
right, freedom, and truth were broug|lit: at issue with dark- 
ness, superstition, and priestcraft. 
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H. Lefevre turned slowly from the oonch, and, with a &int 
exclamation of surprise, confronted the stately figure of Ma- 
demoiselle de Montour. She was the first to speak. 

" Monsieur, I have forborne to interrupt you while you 
bowed your knee before the Saviour to whom we alike ap- 
peal, but now I must ask why and how you came hither." 

M. Lefevre pointed impressively to his sleeping child. 
« Why did I come hither? To behold my daughter once 
more, although I was refused any privilege beyond gazing 
on her as she sleeps. How ? By the kindness of one whose 
position Mademoiselle de Montour will respect" 

"Not my father's r 

She interrupted him : 

« No ; but one who—" 

<< Then there is treason beneath our roof, and the Sieur de 
Montour must be informed of it ; for it is his will that you 
and Irene shall not meet." 

" Neither have we met. Her spirit is sealed in sleep, and 
I have only gazed upon the casket, without communing with 
the soul within. Bertha, would you refuse this poor conso- 
lation to one situated as I am 1" 

She regarded him steadily, and then slowly said, 

"What do you daily and hourly refuse to the great Au- 
thor of our being 1 M. Lefevre, who assisted you to gain this 
apartment? I must know, that my father may deal with 
his unfaithful dependant as seems to him just." 

"One more tolerant, more sympathetic than you are. 
Come and see for yourself, and then act." 

This colloquy had been carried on in suppressed tones, 
and M. Lefevre now moved lightly toward the door. He 
unclosed it, and Mademoiselle de Montour seemed greatly 
startled when she beheld the priest holding a lamp in his 
hand, and awaiting her appearance with apparent compos- 
ure. Aware of what was passing within, he was quite pre- 
pared to reply to her. 

"You, holy father!" she exclaimed; "you the means of 
bringing M. Lefevre hither!" 
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" Even so, daughter. In virtue of my office of keeper of 
souls, I have consented that mj heretical brother might look 
upon his daughter as she slept, in the belief that the sight of 
her, in her present condition, would bring to him a quicker 
consciousness of the necessity of embracing the truth than 
any other argument I could address to him. I have chosen 
this hour, because only now could he behold her without be- 
ing himself recognized." 

The habitual reverence for his calling in which Bertha had 
been trained caused her to receive this excuse with respect ; 
but after a moment's pause she asked, 

^^Will this satisfy my father when he learns that his com- 
mands have been disobeyed?" 

'^ He is not to know it, daughter. You are the only one 
who could communicate it to him, and I lay the command 
of the Church on you to remain silent." 

Bertha bent her head submissively, for she dared not gain- 
say any command given in that name. PerfecUy assured of 
her unquestioning obedience, the priest gave her Ids blessing 
and turned away. 

M. Lefevre could not resist the impulse to pause a mo- 
ment and say, "Be kind to my daughter, Bertha, for she 
needs it sadly." 

The young lady drew herself proudly up. 

" I will do all that duty prompts," she replied, as the door 
closed upon him. 



CHAPTER XVin. 

The scene of our story now changes for a brief space to 
the city of Amsterdam — that spot which had become the 
home of so many of the religious refugees from France, that 
whole quarters were populated by them ; and the arts, manu- 
factures, and literature which were driven forth by the bhnd 
policy of Louis XTV. found protection and development be- 
neath the rule of William, Prince of Orange, who afterward 
became King of England, and carried with him into his new 
realm the same clear mind, and unflinching adherence to jus- 
tice and freedom, bestowed on him by God for a great pur- 
pose. 

It was the noon of a bright day in October, when a young 
officer walked slowly down a busy street swarming with 
people speaking the language of another land, wearing a 
quick and vivacious expression very different from that of 
the phlegmatic race among whom they had found an asy- 
lum. This was the French quarter. And the fine fabrics 
hitherto unknown out of France, which had brought an an- 
nual tribute of millions from other nations to her coffers, 
were here manufactured and offered for sale, thus giving a 
fatal blow to her supremacy in that department of commerce. 

She had likewise thrust from her bosom many men of 
powerful intellect and vital piety, who might have aided in 
preserving her from the flood of infidelity that swept as a 
desolating torrent over the land in a succeeding generation ; 
ending in that last and crowning horror, the Age of Reason, 
with its fit accompaniment, the sanguinary revolution. 

The young stranger gazed with deep interest on these evi- 
dences of prosperity among his expatriated countrymen ; for 
he too was a Frenchman, as his mission revealed ; and he was 
also a Huguenot, though still in the service of the King of 
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France. His features were striking and noble, and his well- 
knit figure had an expression of ease and conscious power 
that seemed the perfection of a manly carriage. 

He strolled slowly along, noting all he saw with interest ; 
but, even amidst the occupation of mind thus afforded, bearing 
evidences of deep and painful thought in the compressed lips 
and mournful eyes that looked upon the busy world around, 
in the hope that objects of outward interest might possess 
the power to bring brief oblivion to the wearing care within. 
He had nearly reached the end of the street, when a hand 
was laid upon his shoulder, and, on turning, he confix)nted 
an individual dressed as a workingman, who called him by 
his name, though the officer could not recall his features as 
he gazed down upon them. The man respectftiUy said, 

^'Colonel Lefevre may not remember Gueran, the cap- 
maker, who once lived in Nismes, but I recognized him as 
. soon as he passed my door. Excuse me, sur ; but I ran after 
you to tell you that there js one in my house now who will 
be glad to see you. He brings news from Nismes of deep 
interest to you." 

The young man changed color as he eagerly grasped his 
hand, and said, 

'^ Thank you for your kindness, Gueran. I came hither 
to meet one who brings me letters ; but news from my na- 
tive place from any source is welcome. Can you tell me 
any thing of my own fiunily ?" 

His earnest look made the little cap-maker shrink, when 
. he remembered the disastrous history brought by a refugee 
who had escaped fit)m Nismes since the occurrence of the 
events related in the preceding pages. He evasively said, 

"Will monsieur come with me to my poor home? He 
hail much to hear that will interest him, and my little room 
is better for that purpose than the open street." 

Gerauld Lefevre accepted the invitation at once, and with- 
out another question accompanied his guide to a neighboring 
house, from the door of which the insignia of his trade hung 
out, inviting the inspection of the passer-by. A neat-look- 

M2 



274 THE HUatJENOr EXILBS. 

ing, dark-ejed woman was waiting in the sbop, and her hus- 
band motioned to her to remain there, while he accompanied 
his guest to an apartment in the rear, and closed the door 
communicating with the outer one. 

No sooner were they alone, than Grerauld turned to him 
and said, with deep emotion, 

^^ Assure me of one thing, Grueran. My family, as yet, are 
safe from the persecutions which are desolating my native 
province f 

" M. Lefevre, I will bring you into the presence of one 
who can better tell you what has happened to them than I 
can. Last liight two travelers £rom Nismes reached my bouse. 
One is the good pastor of the desert, M. Lecroix, who came 
by the way of Greneva, and has been many weeks reaching 
here ; the other is my cousin, who traveled directly across ' 
the country, and brings later news : all of which the pastor 
is prepared to communicate to you." 

Gerauld's expressive eyes were fixed on him. He said, 

"And this news is evil, Gueran. I read it in your face- 
in your unwillingness to speak of my family. Bring me 
into the presence of the pastor as speedily as may be^ for it 
is he I came hither to meet." 

" Follow me, monsieur. M. Lecroix has the front room 
over the shop, and he has been expecting you." 

They ascended a narrow stair-case, and in answer to the 
tap upon the door made by Gueran, the voice of M. Lecroix 
bade them enter. The cap-maker unclosed it, and an- 
nounced Colonel Lefevre. 

The old man arose quickly and advanced to meet him ; 
the fervent grasp of his hand, and the expression of his 
features, told the young man that sympathy for himself was 
in his heart. Gerauld could only say, 

" Tell me, M. Lecroix, in a word, if my father yet lives." 

"He does; but I have a letter for you from Claude 
Chastain, which informs you of the late events in your 
home." 

He drew the carefully pi-eserved missive from a secret 



THE HUGUENOT EXir.ES. 275 

pocket in his coat and gave it to the yonng man. Gueran, 
after ushering in Lefevre, had discreetly withdrawn ; and 
Geraald turned from his old friend to read the hurried lines 
which revealed the death of his mother, and the ruin to 
which the dragonnade had reduced his family. He covered 
his face with his hands, and remained silent many moments. 

The pastor reacted his grief too much to interrupt him. 
At length Lefevre turned, and, in a broken tone, said, 

" And this was permitted while I was risking my life to 
serve the cause of an intolerant king. I believed that, in 
consideration of the services I have rendered in Flanders, 
my family would be exempted from persecution." 

*^ Alas 1 my son, nothing weighs against the fanatical fury 
that rages against our unhappy people. Nothing is sacred 
in the estimation of the priesthood." 

After a pause, Gkrauld said, 

" I have not yet heard all. Gueran spoke of more recent 
news from Nismes — ^from my fe,ther and sister. Let me 
know the worst at once." 

The pastor gazed compassionately upon him as he said, 

" Arm your soul with courage, Gerauld ; you are a man, 
and a brave soldier ; but the revelations I must make will 
shake your soul to its centre." 

The young man met his glance unflinchingly, and he 
firmly said, 

'< Let me hear all that is to be told. I can bear it." 

" May God give you strength to do so," fervently respond- 
ed the pastor; and then with tender care he related the 
events which so closely followed his departure from Nismes. 
The bearer of the news had left the city two days after the 
massacre in the cavern, and up to that time the narrative 
was clear and succinct. 

Lefevre listened to it with emotions he could not control. 
The desecration of his mother's remains — ^the burning of the 
chateau — ^filled him with anguish and fury. He paced the 
floor with gestures which told what passed in his soul. The 
scene in the cave drew tears and execrations from him. 
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When the narration was finiflhed, he paused before its nar- 
rator, and solemnly said, 

'^ From this hour I renounce my alle^ance to the king 
whose bigotry thus fills my native land with suffering. To 
the tiger-heart of fanaticism every thing that is pure and 
noble is sacrificed. I will doff my uniform, relinquish my 
commission, and in another land seek some spot over which 
the smile of God may beam without asking permission &om 
a venal and corrupt priesthood, who make the sacred' cause 
of religion a curse and a mockery." 

"Evil days have indeed fallen on us, my son; but you 
must exercise prudence to baffle the lynx eyes of our ene- 
mies. Use your military rank as a protection until you are 
safe out of this devoted country." 

"True, it may do me good service; and much lies befiore. 
me ere I can abandon my father-land. I must find the prison 
of my father — rescue him ; tear my sister from our Papist 
uncle, who vnll stop at nothing to convert her. And Claude, 
poor Claude, what can I do for him 1 He is my sister's hus- 
band. I will claim his pardon and that of my father as the 
sole reward of my services ; and they have been neither few 
nor unimportant. I must away to Paris as soon as possible." 

"Whom have you there to push your cause at court, Gre- 
rauld 1 for even a colonel in his majesty's service, distin- 
guished for his personal prowess, stands little chance to meet 
with justice if he is known to be a Huguenot." 

" I have a distant cousin there, who has been kind to me 
4n other days. She has the reputation of being the most 
learned woman in France, and is distinguished by the friend- 
- ship of Madame de Maintenpnt Through Madame Dader 
I can get a hearing, I am sure. That secured, I think I can 
make my own .cause good." 

" Heaven grant that you be not too sanguine," replied 
the pastor, with a sigh. 

" The attempt is worth making, at all risks. If I shrink 
from any hazard now, I should be unworthy the name I 
bear," replied the young man, proudly. " Life can be sacri- 
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fioed but once, and it is better given in this cause than any 
other." 

"Amen," said M.Lecroix, gravely; and for several mo- 
ments there was silence between them. Gerauld paced the 
floor in deep and painful thought, revolving all he had lately 
heard in his mind, and endeavoring to shape some feasible 
plan of action which might enable him to rescue those who 
so sorely need^ his assistance. 

. Gradually another memory, not less dear, asserted its chum 
to a portion of his interest. The real and imminent danger 
that menaced his family had, for a short time only, rendered 
him oblivious of anotJher tie of vital importanoe to him. 
He again approached the pastor, and asked, 

"Can you give me any information of Madame Altenberg 
and her daughter ? It is long since I have heard any thing 
authentic &om them, and since the death of M. Altenbei^ 
I have been in a state of miserable uncertainty concerning 
their fate." 

" I can inform you of their position when I left Nismes, 
for I was at their chateau a few days before my departure. 
Madame Altenbei^ was then preparing to leave the country 
for that place, to present a petition to D' Aguesseau, the In- 
tendant, and to the ecclesiastical court, to have her daughter 
legitimated, that she may inherit a fortune that has fi^en 
to her from a relative of her father." 

" Ha ! that is news, indeed I And what chances of suc- 
cess had she before herl" 

" I scarcely know. Both Madame Altenberg and her 
daughter are Papists, and their claims may be listened to 
by those in authority, provided a good sum &om the estate 
is offered to sustain them." 

"And Eugenia V hesitatingly asked the lover ; « how has 
she borne the death of her father, and the troubles that pre- 
ceded it?" 

" Mademoiselle Altenberg seemed languid and depressed. 
I visited their chateau because I had been in the habit of 
doing so in the lifetime of its master, and, I will own, with a 
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vague hope that Eugenia would jet adopt the purer faith 
of her father; but when I found how much her worldly 
prospects depended on her remaining in the pale of the 
Romish Church — and I knew what a gloomy fate she must 
embrace if she seceded £rom it — ^I said nothing to her on the 
subject. She has a tender heart, and an inherent sense of 
purity and right which will bring her to salvation, whether 
she be called Papist or Protestant : so I left her in the hands 
of God, to deal with as seemeth unto him good." 

^' Bight — right, good pastor; yet I could have wished 
Eugenia of my own faith. The day will, I trust, yet come 
to her when light will be brought out of darkness." 

'^I was not aware that you cherish any particular interest 
for Mademoiselle Altenbei^." 

^' I do not hesitate to avow the truth. I have loved Eu- 
genia from the first bright dawn of her charming girlhood ; 
and it is the dearest hope of my heart to win her from 
priestly sway, to become the sharer of my future lot Her 
father's teachings have implanted the seeds of truth in her 
mind, and in time they must produce fruit." 

The pastor reflected a moment, and then said, 

^^ I was at the French embassador's last night, and I there 
found letters which had just arrived for several of my friends. 
Among them was one for you. The Count d'Avaux is an 
old friend of mine, and when I informed him that you would 
probably visit me before calling on him, he permitted me to 
take charge of the package. It may .contain something from 
Mademoiselle Altenberg." 

''Give it to me at once," said Gerauld, with difficulty re- 
pressing his eagerness to ascertain if it, indeed, contained a 
communication from Eugenia. After searching a few mo- 
ments among his papers, the pastor found a parcel addressed 
to Colonel Gerauld Lefevre, and bearing the official seal of 
the Intendant of Languedoc stamped upon it. In some sur- 
prise, he unclosed it, and found within an official notification 
that the estate to which he was heir had passed by purchase 
into the possession of Captain Delmont ; and he was required. 
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as a non-conformist to the only Church recognized by law, 
to relinquish his right to the succession in favor of the new 
proprietor. His father, as a fugitive from the power of the 
Church, was no longer recognized as having any claim on 
the inheritance; but, since the son had served the king, 
means would be found in the future to compensate him for 
the loss to which he must now submit. The young officer 
tore the paper in anger and scorn, as he exclaimed, 

^'They are not contented with taking from us with the 
strong hand, but they must thus add insult to injuiy. Nev- 
er shall my hand sign the deed that conveys the inheritance 
of my father to another. My title may be held as naught, 
but never will I sanction the wrong thus committed. Ha I 
here is another letter, with a mitre on the seal. Let me see 
what so powerful a prelate as the writer can have to say to 
the ruined and impoverished son of the man he has aided in 
crushing to the dust." 

He tore open the envelope. From it fell two inclosures ; 
and a glance at the writing on the back of one of them 
drove every drop of blood from his &ce, and caused his 
strong frame to tremble with emotion. He murmured, in 
a feeble tone, 

" What can this mean? A letter fix>m E^ugenia inclosed 
in one from the Abbot of the Dominicans 1 My God ! she 
can not surely have fallen into his power !" 

He ran his dilating eyes over the few words written by 
the priest ; and a faint feeling of sickness, never befoi^e felt, 
overcame him for a moment. As he read, his hand closed 
gradually on the paper with a vice-like clutch, as if he 
would wreak on the unoffending medium the stem emo- 
tions to which its contents gave rise. 

^^ Colonel Lefevbe, — ^At the request of Mademoiselle 
Altenberg, I inclose you the last communication you will 
ever receive from her ; as she is now within the Convent of 
the Sisters of Mercy, passing through a brief novitiate, pre- 
paratory to assuming the black veil. 
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" That this destiny is the one for which she feels she has a 
peculiar vocation, you will learn from her own words ; and . 
I have permitted them to go to you, as the surest means of 
ending an engagement which bears upon it the ban of our 
holy faith. In penitence and prayer, she has already expi^ 
ated the sin of forming such a tie with a heretic ; and for 
the faUxre her heart will be devoted to the cause of her 
Creator, in the seclusion she is so admirably fitted by nature 
to appreciate. 

<< Bespectfully, Antoine de Chalus." 

He crushed the letter, and with trembling hands unclosed 
that of Eugenia ; for an instant the delicate characters flick- 
ered and &ded before his excited vision, but making a strong 
eflfort to r^ain his self-control, Lefevre read these words : 

" Deabest Fbiend, — ^As such I may now indeed address 
you, for of those who have cherished and loved me you are 
the only one now left on earth. Since this will also be my 
last address to you while iife lasts, I may permit myself to 
q>eak all the truth* 

"My father, you know, has now been at rest several 
months; since his death my mother has failed in health, 
and here, with kind and sympathizing friends, she breathed 
her last a few nights since. This was a fearful blow, Gre- 
rauld; for it lefl me alone in the wide, bewildering world, in 
times of great peril both to body and soul ; but it strength- 
ened a purpose which had been gradually fi>rming in my 
mind, to dedicate my life to the service of Heaven. 

"Pardon me this seeming "Wrong to you, my friend, and 
reflect how few chances existed of a future union between 
us. Once I looked forward to a change of religion as a 
matter of course^ when I became your wife ; for my educa- 
tion had prepared me to view such a result without any 
conscientious scruples. Such is no longer the case, Gerauld. 
I now believe folly in the superior claims of the Bomish 
Church, and I bow before its authority. The right path 
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has been pointed out to me, and I feel that it is jnj duty to 
walk in it. 

^' But I must tell you how I came to be guided where the 
instruction I needed was gained. I recognize in it the hand 
of Providence, and bow before my destiny. My mother 
came with me to Nismes to prosecute my claim to an in- 
heritance which had fallen to me since the death of my 
father. To legalize my claim, the law must be set aside 
which prevents children springing from the union of a Cath- 
olic and Protestant from inheriting property. Through our 
petition for redress, our cause came before that good man, 
the Abbot of the Dominican order in this place. He vis- 
ited us in our humble home, interested himself in our be- 
half, and caused us to remove to the convent of the Sis- 
ters of Mercy, a few miles fit)m the city; where I have been 
gradually enlightened as to the will of Heaven concerning 
my future fate. 

^' My rights have been established, and when Father An- 
toine communicated to me the result, of his efforts to serve 
me, he left me at liberty to choose whether I would remain 
with those who had so kindly received me, or return to that 
world which I have learned to consider a delusion and a 
snare. 

"My choice was already made. I am unfit to struggle 
with difficulty ; I love the quiet and seclusion in which I can 
cultivate the purer and nobler portion of my nature. The 
voice of God spoke loudly in my soul to choose the better 
part, and leave the turmoil of existence to those more able 
to bear its burden. Ah ! Gerauld, if you could know — ^if 
you could comprehend the heavenly peace that has dwelt in 
my soul since my choice was made,' you would fully justify 
it; though I know it will inflict suffering upon your true 
and manly soul. 

" Gerauld, forgive me, for I feel I am not worthy of your 
love. If I were, I ^fiould ere now have returned it with all 
the fervor of my spirit ; for there are depths in my soul that 
have never been sounded — & fountain of tenderness that 
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must now be sealed to the passion of love ; though it may 
flow forth in acts of Christian benevolence, and compassion 
toward the sorrowM and the suffering. Do not think hard- 
ly of me for this confession, my dear friend ; nor feel that 
I have not appreciated your attachment at its true value. 
Had we been more together — ^had my heart been satisfied 
that our tmion was right, and must take place in the future, 
my feelings would have been different ^ 

" But much as I admire you — grateful as I felt for your 
preference — & latent feeling that we were laying up future 
repentance for ourselves, caused me, intuitively, to check the 
rising preference ; and although I have been long betrothed 
to you, I scarcely regarded the contract as having the bless- 
ing of Heaven upon it. Now I know I had it not ; it has 
been brought to a test which satisfies me that I am right in 
severing the tie, and thus saving both our hearts from vain 
regrets and bitter domestic troubles in a union that could 
never have been happy. 

" By special grace, I am permitted to write this, Gerauld ; 
and no other eye will behold its contents until it reaches 
yours. That you may appreciate my motives for acting 
thus ; that you may relinquish the hopes you have so long 
cherished, without too great suffering to your noble and gen- 
erous heart, is the earnest prayer of mine. 

" Once assured that you are again happy — ^that your life 
is unclouded by the memory of this broken afi^lion, and my 
heart will sing its glad pean of thanks in the serene and 
Eden-like seclusion I have chosen in which to pass the re- 
mainder of my life. 

^' Adieu, and may the merdfiil All Father have you in his 
holy keeping. Eugenia Altenberg." 

Many moments of unbroken silence passed after Lefevre 
perused this letter. He had thrown his arms across the ta- 
ble, and his bowed head rested upon them, so as to conceal 
the traces of the struggle that shook his manly soul. It 
seemed that Fate had conspired in one hour to crush him, 
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for all the trials of his past life were as trifles to this ac- 
cumulation of evils. 

Hard to bear as was the desolation of his household, this 
last blow struck deeper to his heart than even that. Yet 
his own disappointment was felt less than the certainty that 
Eugenia was deceived ; and when the irrevocable vow was 
made that bound her as with bonds of iron, she would, when 
too late, become aware of the &tal nature of the step she 
had taken. 

Strong soldier as he was, Lefevre wept a few bitter tears, 
each one of which seemed to leave a scar upon his heart. 
He felt no shame in this, for the bravest souls are always 
tender ; but he quickly roused himself from the indulgence 
of his feelings. He must act promptly if he would regain 
the mastery of his own spirit ; if he would save those that 
were dear to him from the fangs of the Inquisition. He 
pushed the letters toward the pastor, and said, 

'^ Bead those, M. Lecroix, and see how completely Ma- 
demoiselle Altenberg has fallen under Romish influence. 
There is nothing in them that I may not show you. Take 
first that of the arch-hypocrite, the abbot, and then read 
the words of my poor, deluded Eugenia. Oh ! I must lose 
no time in flying to the spot, and making an effort, at least, 
to rescue her from the wretched destiny she is so anxious to 
embrace." 

The pastor slowly perused the letters. He laid them 
down, and sighed heavily. 

"Alas! my young friend, I had no idea that it would 
ever come to this pass with her, or I should have spoken 
such words to Eugenia when we last met as must have 
caused her to use her own judgment in this vital matter, 
and not permit herself to be blindly led into the snare pre- 
pared by the evil craft of others." 

"And that warm heart that might have diffused such 
sunshine over her home — that gentle feminine nature, 
with its sweet witchery, must be buried in the dreary and 
ascetic ceremonies of a Church whose essence is form, with 
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nothing vital — nothing that can satisfy the mind seeking 
after truth. May Heaven in its infinite mercy aid me to 
rescue her, or she is lost forever, not only to me, bat to 
happiness and self-respect." 

«< My son, delude not yourself with the hope that yon 
can ever save firom its fangs any victim over whom the 
Bomish Church has obtained power. Eugenia is lost to 
you. All we can now ask is, that her delusion may con- 
tinue unbroken — ^that she may find happiness in the path 
she has diosen." 

The lover sighed heavily. He could not yet take this 
view of it. Hurriedly walking the fioor until he gained the 
mastery of his emotion, he at length approached the pas- 
tor, and, wringing his hand, said, 

^'Farewell I good finend. I must go. at once to our em- 
bassador, and obtain such credentials as will take me in 
safety through France. I must reach Languedoc as speed- 
ily as possible." 

" It is best thus," replied the pastor.. " The Count d' Avaux 
is friendly to our people, and he remonstrates without ceas- 
ing with the government at home for driving into exile the 
most industrious portion of the population. The king list- 
ens to nothing, for he is completely under the influence of 
the Jesuit, La Chaise, who persuades him that he can atone 
to Heaven for his own sinful life by persecuting God's peo- 
ple ; and massacre, blood, and tortures, are the oblations of- 
fered at the shrine of the meek and loving Jesus by this 
priest-ridden monarch. The embassador will aid you ; for, 
although he is a Papist, he feels as a man and a brother 
Christian should toward those who differ from him in belief." 

The two parted; and, after bidding a kindly adieu to 
Gueran, Lefevre hurried with feverish haste to the quarter 
of the city in which he knew the Count d'Avaux dwelt* 
He was ushered into a private apartment of his hotel, where 
he found him alone. The embassador received him with 
great courtesy, and said, 

" My reception hours for the morning are over, Colonel 
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Jjefesvre ; but your name recalled the gallant services rendered 
by you in our army, and I was induced to depart from my 
usual rule not to receive applicants on business after a cer- 
tain time." 

'^Thanks, M. le Comte, for the considerate courtesy. 
It is one I am in a condition to appreciate, I assure you. 
News of a most disastrous character from my native home 
renders my presence there necessary, and I come as a peti- 
tioner to you to give me without delay such passports as 
will enable me Gist to visit Paris, and thence to travel in 
safety to Nismes. I came hither to meet an old friend, who 
I knew had visited my native province, and from him I have 
received such accounts as renders my presence in Languedoc 
an imperative duty," 

"Alas 1 I can well understand why you, a Huguenot gen- 
tleman, would visit the province over which that human tiger, 
D' Aguesseau, holds his rule» It is a di^ace to France, in 
the sight of every civilized nation of the earth, that she per- 
mits her soil, to be desecrated by these inhuman persecutions. 
Daily are such accounts sent to me as are sufficient to make 
a man with a heart in his bosom throw up his service in dis- 
gust. The treaties I have made have been defeated by these 
fanatical cruelties, and the only reply vouchsafed to my re- 
monstrances was, that the king's conscience could not be sat- 
isfied so long as a single Huguenot refused to acknowledge 
the in&llibility of the Pope. Ah I well I am a Catholic ; 
but I can scarcely say, God foigive the priests for the abom- 
inations they commit to crush that free spirit of inquiry 
which threatens to curtail the spiritual power Bome has so 
long wielded." 

" I am happy to find one Catholic, at least, who admits 
that my unhappy brethren complain not without just cause," 
replied Lefevre; "that, as men, they are entitled to some 
consideration, even if they differ in opinion fi:om the ruling 
powers." 

"Believe me, monsieur, that there are many conscientious 
and true Catholics, who would gladly aid you, if the severity 
of the times permitted them to do so without being suspect- 
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ed of hei^sy theniBelves. But jou spoke of stopping at Paris* 
Have you friends there whose influence you wish to enlist t" 

^' None of much importance in a worldly point of view ; 
but such as I possess I must endeavor to enlist in my cause. 
Both my father and brother-in-law -are imprisoned, awaiting 
their trial by a court of inquisitors ; and you know to what 
that must lead in times like these. Since early youth, I have 
fidthfuUy served the king, and won my promotion on the field 
of battle. As my reward, all I now ask is the extension of 
the royal clemency to these near relatives, that I may res- 
cue them from the imminent peril in which they stand." 

The count listened to him with evident sympathy. He 
said, in reply, 

' " There is but one person at court to whom I can give 
you a letter that will be of any use. The Jesuits take care 
to keep from the king all those who could enlighten him as 
to the true nature of the conversions constantly reported to 
him as occurring by thousands. I do not know that the 
Duchess of Orleans can materially serve you ; but she is a 
German princess, and therefore has some sympathies with 
the Huguenots. Just now, it is the policy of the king and 
Madame de Maintenon to conciliate her, as they are anx- 
ious to bring about a marriage between her son, the Due de 
Chartres, and Mademoiselle de Blois. She is a coarse wo- 
man, but one possessing truth and sincerity, rare qualities to 
be met with in a court. If you can interest Madame d' Or- 
leans, she can procure you an audience from his majesty." 

" Many thanks for your kindness, monsieur. I gratefully 
accept it, and now have only to beg that you will expedite 
my passports as much as possible, as I have not a moment 
to lose if I would be in time to save my friends." 

'< They shall be ready for you in three hours. Send or 
call for them, and they shall be delivered promptly." 

Again repeating his thanks. Colonel Lefevre bade the em- 
bassador a friendly adieu, and took his leave. 

In the evening he set out for Paris, and traveled almost 
without stopping imtil he reached' the city, wajrwom and 
sad, but with a strength of purpose that would not be bafBal. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

After a few hours given to the repose he so greatly need- 
ed, Colonel Lefevre arose and prepared to visit his kinswo- 
man. The father of Madame Dacier, Janaquil Lefevre, was 
a professor in the College of Saumur, and thither Gerauld 
had been sent to receive his intellectual training. 

Anne, the celebrated daughter of a learned father, was 
sufficiently the senior of her young relative to assume toward 
him the position of a grave elder sister, and some of Gerauld's 
pleasantest recollections of college days were associated with 
her image. It was now many years since they had parted ; 
he to join the army — she to pursue the severe studies in 
which she delighted, until her marriage with M. Dacier, a 
man of equal learning and congenial tastes, brought her 
to Paris to pursue her distinguished career as a woman of 
letters. 

An occasional communication still passed between the 
cousins, and Lefevre knew in what quarter to seek her 
abode. It was not many squares &ota his hotel, and in the 
sunshine of a pleasant October day he walked over the same 
streets which had once been deluged with the blood of the 
Massacre of St. Bartholomew's Eve, and thought in his heart 
that it was only a few degrees worse than the proscription 
which now triumphed against those of his creed. 

Lefevre asked himself if no retribution was ever to arrive 
to these royal rulers for the terrible misuse of their power. 
Could the power of prevision have been bestowed upon him, 
that he might have beheld the ghastly head of the weakest 
and most inoffensive of the Bourbon race held up before 
those who had been forced to deny the divine rights of 
kings, he would have been answered. 



1 
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In a retired street, removed from the bustle and hum of 
the dty, he found the residence of M. Dader. He occupied 
the first floor in an old rambling house, the rear windows 
of which opened on a yard filled with gnarled and knotty- 
looking trees. On account of these rural accessories, this 
apartment was used as a sitting-room. A few plants 
bloomed in the windows, and a wire cage, containing a 
singing-bird, was suspended among them. 

This room was tastefully but not expensively fitted up ; 
and at a desk between two lai^e windows sat a bright, in- 
telligent-looking woman, of about thirty-five, with a lai^e 
tome open before her, from which she was gathering that 
learned lore that was the chief pleasure of her life. 

Gerauld had no sooner sent in his name, than Madame 
Dacier started up with a most vivacious expression of wel- 
come upon her expressive features. 

"Ah ! a thousand times welcome, my dear Gerauld !" she 
exclaimed, as she clasped his hand in both her own. " Yet 
I declare I should never have known you again. Why, 
cousin, you have gi*own as black and as old as M. Dacier 
himself." 

" I believe I am not many years younger," he replied, 
with a smile ; " for, if I remember rightly, M. Dacier was 
at Saumur at the same time I was a pupil there." 

She laughed merrily, and said, 

" See the boyish conceit of those days peeping out now. 
Why, my husband was at the head of the classes when you 
were a lad of sixteen. He is verging toward forty, and — 
let me see — ^you must be twenty-eight." 

"True; but with a heart so heavy — so sorrowful, that I 
might bear the burden of threescore. Cousin Anne, I have 
come to ^ou in my trouble, to see if you can aid me in a 
dire strait for those I love." 

Instantly her manner changed. She led him to a seat, 
and, placing herself beside him, said, in a voice of kind 
sympathy, 

" Come and tell me all about it. Count on my services 
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as surelj as in those boyish days when you used to get in 
scrapes, from which I helped you to extricate yourself." 

'^Always kind, always generous! I have no words to 
.thank you. But tell me, have you any power at court?" 

"N— o, not power, exactly; but I have the means of 
gaining admittance to Madame de Maintenon, who patron- 
izes me, and she, you know, is all-powerful with the king. 
Indeed, it is whispered that a marriage between them has 
actually taken place. Tell me what you desire, and I will 
see what I can do for you." 

" I must gain an audience of the king. But he is so 
surrounded by the Jesuits, that I fear it will be difficult for 
one of my faith to obtain admittance to him, especially as 
my object is to tell him how much his authority is abused 
in the southern provinces. Listen to the tale I have to re- 
late, cousin; and, if you will remember that this is one 
history out of thousands equally atrocious, you may form 
some conception of the persecutions daily going on against 
a peaceful people, whose only crime is that they can not 
conscientiously worship Grod as the king commands. His 
majesty is led to believe that the Beformation is crushed, 
when, spite of the forced conversions, it never at any period 
possessed more vitality. Persecution never yet stifled God's 
truth, and it never will." 

The £su^ of his listener lighted brilliantly. She fervently 
said, 

^' I know it ; I feel it^ My husband and myself, as you 
know, have both been educated to conform to the prevailing 
&.ith ; but of late years this great question has come before 
us. We have examined it for ourselves, and we also have 
become Huguenots. "We have not yel openly avowed our 
change of opinion, but we shall soon do so. Com^, tell me 
this history, which I sadly fear is that of your own family." 

" It is ; and when you have heard it, you will see the 
imminent need there is that I shall personally appeal to the 
clemency of the king." 

Madame Dacier listened with absorbing attention while 
N 
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G«rauld related the story of his father's wrongs and Chas* 
tain's imprisonment. At its dose, she maintained a de- 
pressed silence for several moments. She at length said, 

"Ah ! this is terrible I The dead torn from their graves; 
the living massacred, without a chance to defend themselves. 
If the king could only hear the truth, he surely would re- 
dress such wrongs. Gerauld, you must see him. I have 
an appointment to visit Madame de Maintenon to-night at 
nine, to read to her a portion of my translation of Homer. 
She takes great pleasure in such literary avocations. I will 
venture to take you with me iiv place of my footman, and 
you can wait in the ante-chamber until I find an opp6rtu- 
nity to plead for your admittance. The king joins these 
evening readings, and, if I can only have courage to do my 
part, we may be able to gain what you desire without any 
unnecessary delay." 

" God bless you, Anne, for your zeal. If you can accom- 
plish this, I shall indeed feel indebted to you." 

" I promise to do my best ; but, in the event of my fail- 
ure, have you no other resource V* 

" Yes ; one more. Count d' Avaux gave me a letter to 
the Duchess of Orleans, which he thought might be of use 
to me." 

Madame Dacier burst into a merry laugh. 

"Ah I the poor duchess," she exclaimed. "I am afraid 
she will not help you much just now, for she is furious at 
the marriage which is arranged between her son and Monte- 
9pan's daughter. A few evenings since, she absolutely turned 
her back on his majesty in the court circle when he offered 
her his respects ; and they do say that she slapped the Due 
de Chartres on the face, in her anger that he submitted to 
such a union. At all events, you may as well defiver your 
letter ; it may help you to a friend in time of need. The 
H6tel d' Orleans is only a few squares from here, and the 
duchess holds her lev^e from eleven until three." 
' Consulting a small time-piece that stood on a carved stand 
near her, she added, 
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" It is now about time for you to go, and you can return 
hither and tell me the result of the interview. I shall ex- 
pect you to dine with us, and you will then see M. Dacier. 
He has gone into the dty on business, but will be back in 
time for dinner." 

Lefevre accepted the invitation, and proceeded at once 
to the Hotel d'Orleans, since so famous in histoiy as the 
Palais Boyal. He found many retainers lounging about 
the court-yard, but they were the gentlemen of the duke's 
household, and. did not trouble themselves concerning an 
applicant for admittance to the duchess. Since Gaston 
d'Orleans and his wife merely maintained outward civility 
toward each other, the retainers of the duke considered it 
useless to trouble themselves about those seeking a person 
so destitute of the power to serve them as the Duchess of 
Orleans. 

At lenjgth a heavy, fair-looking man crossed the entrance, 
and one of them said to Lefevre, 

^^ There is the chamberlain of Madame la Duchesse ; he 
will show you the way to her reception-room, which I faacj 
you will not find much crowded." 

Saying this with a light laugh, he spoke to the chamber- 
lain, who turned to the young officer and courteously re- 
quested him to follow him. Lefevre did so, and after passing 
through a suite of apartments fitted up in the heavy style 
of that day, he was requested to wait in a small ante-cham- 
ber until his companion announced him. 

In a fisw moments he was summoned to her presence, and 
to his surprise he found the duchess quite alone. She was 
lounging in a large chair with a table before her, on which 
lay the open pages of the journal which has bequeathed to 
succeeding generations a faithful daguerreotype of the wo- 
man herself, together with pictures of the times and court 
in which she lived, that render it a matter of indignant sur- 
prise that the chief actor in those scenes should place him- 
self at the head of a religious persecution more intolerant 
than any the world has witnessed. 
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The portrait of her person, drawn by her own pen, was by 
no means exaggerated. Short of stature, with a heavy, 
ungainly figure, a broad fiat £ace, wide mouth, and small 
unmeaning eyes, which often twinkled with malice, but 
were otherwise destitute o^ expression — such was Charlotte 
Elizabeth of Bavaria, the successor of the charming and 
piquante Henrietta of England, whose presence beneath the 
same roof with her husband was only tolerated by him. 

As Colonel Lefevre bowed low before her, she scanned 
him with her deep-set ^es, and seemed rather pleased with 
the frank face and prepossessing exterior of her visitor. 
She greeted him with less brusquerie than was usual with 
her, and said, 

^^ To what am I indebted for the pleasure of M. Lefevre's 
call t It is not often that strangers find it convenient or 
necessary to visit one so powerless to serve them as I am." 

^^ Madame, I am the bearer of a letter to you from the 
Count d'Avaux, from which you will learn my object in 
troubling you with my presence." 

With graceful courtedy he presented Hie missive, and the 
duchess at once glanced over its contents. Gerauld watched 
her &ce as she read, and saw, from the sudden sparkle of 
her eyes, that some emotion moved her. She dosed it, and 
X[uickly said, 

<<The Count d'Avaux has the ill judgment to request 
me to gain an audience for you from the king. As this 
would involve a concession on my part to the ^old hog* 
Maintenon, I would sooner cut out my tongue than request 
it. I am sorry for you, monsieur ; but I can not help you* 
I will tell you this much, as you seiem to be a stranger in 
the city. An ordinance has been issued commanding all 
Protestants who have come to Paris within a year to re» 
turn to their provinces within the space of four days, under 
a penalty of a thousand livres. This is the last day of grace 
granted, and I would advise you not to be found in Paris 
after nightfall. Some crushing blow is about to be dealt 
against those of your belief, and I give you this warning, 
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because I am a German woman, who has learned in her na- 
tive land that the Huguenots are not the worst citizens." 

<< I thank you, madame, for the warning ; but at all risks 
to myself, I must endeavor to obtain an audience of the 
king. From his royal clemency I would ask the life (^ 
two dear finends, and my past career gives me at least a 
ri^ht to a hearing." 

'^ Boyal clemency !" repeated the duchess, contemptuously. 
^< I tell you that sudi a thing is unknown to that seliish old 
bigot, the King of France. His heart is as hard as stone, 
and his conscience in the keeping of the rascally Jesuits, 
who make him beHeve that heaven is to be gained by wad- 
ing through a sea of blood and torture. BtA take good 
Jiotice 'tis not his blood, nor that of his ^vorites ; only that 
of men ready and willing to sacrifice life for truth ; a thing 
that Louis never heard, and if he had, he would have been 
unable to comprehend it. What sympathy can religious 
reformers expect to find in a court filled with vice, hypoc- 
risy, and fanaticism ? In short, where that incarnation of 
the three is found in its ruling ^irit, the old wretch Main- 
tenon V* 

Suddenly the duchess became aware that her hostility 
to Madame de Maintenon had caused her to speak so im- 
prudently before a stranger, and she hastily waved her hand 
to dismiss him. A bell summoned the chamberlain, and 
liefevre was again conducted to the entrance, and bowed 
out with courteous ceremony by that personage. 

Gerauld could scarcely repress a smile as he recalled the 
characteristic interview in which he had just played a part. 
Bude, vehement, but not destitute of good qualities, the 
Duchess of Orleans had vindicated the reputation she en- 
joyed of being the only woman in the court of Louis who 
spoke from the impulse that really moved her. Her sar- 
casms were passed by as harmless, because she had neither 
the art nor the power to do more than infiict a passing sting, 
which was set down to the score of her ill temper. The 
gay and heartless flutterers in the blaze of royal favor lit- 
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Ue dreamed that her caustic pen was bequeathing many of 
them to everlasting infamy in the pages of her daily journal. 

Grerauld could not resist the curiosity of Madame Dacier, 
who, on his return to her house, plied him with questions 
until the particulars of the interview became known to her. 
She laughed over it, and said, 

<< It is just like her ; but I am sorry she will not befriend 
you. Her influence is not great ; but in, case I fail, it might 
have been a resource. Ah ! well, we must hope for the best, 
and keep a brave heart. When the life of those we love is 
at stake, it does not do to grow faint-hearted at the com- 
mencement of the battle. But the ordinance commanding 
the departure of the Protestants I had not heard of. M. 
Dacier and myself have been so busy of late with our clas- 
sics, that we have scarcely been out at all. In truth, we 
bury our heads in books, until the afl&drs passing around us 
are forgotten. But this is a matter that should be known to 
us. Never mind, Gerauld, we can keep you safe, at all events, 
and smuggle you out of the dty without any one knowing 
that you have transgressed the order, except the king him- 
self, if you are so lucky as to see him, and he will scarcely 
cause a gallant officer like yourself to be arrested for linger- 
ing a few hours longer than is permitted. But to make every 
thing sure, you must remove from your hotel at once, for 
every suspected stranger there will be pounced on by the po- 
lice. Come to us ; I can manage to make you comfortable 
for a night without materially incommoding ourselves, and 
to-morrow you will, I trust, be able to get away in safety." 

Lefevre thanked her, and proceeded at once to make such 
arrangements as were necessary to enable him to change his 
quarters, and facilitate his departure at daylight on the fol- 
lowing morning ; for, successful in his object or not, he felt 
that Paris was no longer a safe place for one bent on such 
an errand as his own. As great caution was necessary to 
evade the lynx eyes of the police, several hours were con- 
sumed before he could succeed in accomplishing his errand 
to his satisfaction. 
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Lefevre returned to M. Dacier^s in time to receive the 
cordial greeting of that gentleman before sitting down to an 
exquisitely-served little dinner, for Madame Dacier prided 
herself as much on her cuisine as on her classical knowl- 
edge ; and all the reading world are familiar with the an- 
ecdote of M. Dacier finding a receipt for making a rare dish 
in Apidus, which the accomplished wife undertook to fol- 
low ; the result, however, was not encouraging, for both of 
them nearly lost their lives by partaking of it. 

When they arose &om the taUe it was nearly time to fill 
the appointment at the Louvre. M. Dacier had an engage- 
ment to meet several of his learned brethren to discuss some 
question of interest to the Academy, and he left his wife 
to be escorted by her kinsman. Wrapping a dark cloak 
over his uniform, Gerauld walked beside the sedan chair in 
which Madame Dacier was carried, alternately hoping and 
fearing for the result of the errand on which he was bound. 

This was not the first time Colonel Lefevre had been at 
the palace. On the occasion of his first promotion, he was 
made the bearer of dispatches announcing the victory. He 
had then been granted an interview with the king, and re- 
ceived from his royal lips commendations for his gallantry 
in the recent action. But now he came as a petitioner for 
mercy toward those who had ofiended the deep-seated re- 
ligious prejudices of Louis, and he feared that his prayer 
for pardon might be denied. * 

They at length reached the immense pile of buildings oc- 
cupied by the royal household, which, throughout its whole 
extent, was one blaze of light. But from the open doors no 
strains of music or revelry were wafted as in days of yore, 
when the monarch was the gayest and most magnificent 
prince in Europe. 

Louis had exhausted the pleasures of life, and turned to 
devotion as a new source of interest to his palled and worn- 
out mind. This change is doubtless to be attributed, in a 
great measure, to the influence Madame de Maintenon had 
gradually established over him, and to that of the Jesuit 
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prieBts she was the means of placmg aboot bim. The at- 
tachment betweoi thofie personages is a curious episode in 
the histoij of the human heart : both were past their youth ; 
the lady the elder in years, but younger in heart and feel- 
ing than the blase monarch. She first charmed him by her 
display of feeling on the death of one of his diildren, to 
whom she was governess. Wearied with the heartlessness 
that surrounded him, this sensibility had a peculiar diarm 
for the monarch, and he said, 

<^ She knows well how to love, and there would be pleas- 
ure in being loved by her." 

This was the commencement of a long attachment full 
of romantic incidents and sentimental episodes, which end- 
ed in a private marriage in the oratory at Versailles ; thus 
making the widow of the crippled jester, Scarron, the wife 
of the haughtiest potentate in Europe. To accomplish this, 
her influence over the king must have been unbounded ; and 
some writers have been found to endeavor to remove from 
her memory the stigma of having-used this influence for the 
destruction of the Huguenots. She certainly did not use it 
in their &vor, as there is abundant evidence to prove ; for 
the defect in her character, intense love of approbation, pre- 
vented her from advocating opinions that were unpopular 
with those by Whom she was daily surrounded. 

A writer of those times has said, <' The first of religions 
for Louis XrV. ^as the belief in the royal authority. Ig- 
norant in matters of doctrine, superstitious in his devotion, 
he pursued a real or imaginary heresy as an act of diso- 
bedience, and thought to expiate his &ults by p^rsecution.^^ 

A tyrant in heart, his ignorant fanaticism was deepened 
and confirmed by the execrable fraternity of the Jesuits, 
of which it is supposed he eventually became a lay member ; 
thus binding himself to the terrible obligations imposed on 
them, regardless of that higher accountability del^ated to 
him by Heaven itself 

The chair of Madame Dacier was taken into a spacious 
saloon, in which lounged a number of the nobles attached 
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to the court. They were amusing themselves with various 
games of chance, for the piety of Leuis did not prohibit the 
most reckless gambling, nor take cognizance of the infamous 
fiauds practiced habitually among persons holding a high 
position about his person. 

The sedan chair was set dcfwn dose beside a door over 
which hung a heavy damask curtain : this was the entrance 
to a corridor leading to the private apartments of Madame 
de Mainten<m ; and the fair visitor passed into it at once, 
leaving her young kinsman to amuse himself with the court 
gallants, until summoned to the important interview. 

Several of the nobles present were not unknown to Le* 
fevre ; but he was careM to keep his doak wrapped closely 
over his uniform, and his hat drawn over his brow in such 
a manner as to prevent himself j&om being recognized. At 
a card-table opposite to him sat three of the most conspicn* 
ous courtiers of the times — ^the Due de St. Simon, Count 
Anthony Hamilton, and the Due de Grammont. All three 
have left written records behind them showing the utter 
baseness and profligacy of the court, and their own sub- 
serviency to it; but, to all outward seeming, three more 
elegant or accomplished cavaliers could not be found. 

^^ Hal" said St. Simon, << there goes the Dader to impart 
some crumbs of her learning to the feminine ruler of France." 

^^ No wonder madame cultivates a classic taste," said De 
Grammont, '^for those old writers give most spirit-stirring 
accounts of the battles fought and the blood shed far the 
aggrandizement of some fiavorite hero» But her ambition 
soars even higher than that ; she desires a heavenly crown, 
which is to be won by the groans and anguish of the miser- 
able heretics." 

^< Messieurs, you are very imprudent," remonstrated Ham- 
ilton ; ^< here, in the king's ante-chamber, sudi words might 
cost you your freedom." 

De Grammont shrugged his shoulders 

^' To-night the Jesuits are too busy consummating their 
crowning iniquity to have time to listen to or report them ; 
N2 
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80 we are safe. See, there comes the chancellor from the 
king's closet I never see him without picturing to myself 
a heast of prey still licking his jaws stained with hlood;" 

Lefevre looked with interest toward the person thus 
spoken of, and he could but acknowledge the justice of the 
comparison. An old man, evidently broken in health, with 
a most sinister and cruel fieu^, on which an expression of 
exultation now rested, came slowly from the cabinet of the 
king. In his hand he carried a seal, which he seemed to 
r^ard with a species of ecstatic reverence. This was Le 
Tellier, the fiither of the minister Louvais, and one of the 
chief advisers of Louis. The last energies of his life were 
devoted to accomplishing the revocation of the Edict of 
Nantes. This crowning act of fanatical devotion had just 
been consummated, and the official seal he carried in his 
band he designed for no farther use. After stamping it upon 
the document in the presence of his royal master, he said, 

" Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace." 

Such was the scene in which Le Tellier had just acted, and 
he passed through the ante-chamber without casting a look 
to right or left, seemingly absorbed with the great wrong 
which had just been consummated against thousands of the 
inoffensive suljects of his royal master. His profane prayer 
was granted ; for within ten days from that time his fanat- 
ical spirit was summoned to that bar where purify of heart, 
and not outward conformity, is the standard by which the 
deeds done in the body shall be rewarded. 

The chancellor had disappeared, when a page came to 
Lefevre and requested him to follow him. He arose im- 
mediately, and was conducted through a long corridor, at 
the end of which a door unclosed and admitted him into a 
small apartment lighted by a ciystal lamp suspended from 
the ceiling by silver chains. The heavily-carved furniture 
that was the fashion of the day, covered with crimson dam- 
ask, gave a sombre look to the room, which purple mlk 
hangings looped with cords of gold did not relieve. 

But the visitor scarcely glanced at the surroundings, so 
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much more interesting did he find the chief occupant of the 
chamber. At the upper end of the apartment, in a large 
chair, sat a lady of dignified and most imposing appearance. 
Though now quite fifty, Madame de Maintenon, seen by a 
soft light, might have passed for thirty-five ; and she still re- 
tained much of that beauty which had been the admiration 
of the wits and men of taste who assembled around the 
couch of her first husband. 

Her face was oval, her hair of a dark Inrown, with a com- 
plexion fair almost to pallor, with black eyebrows and lash- 
es, shading eyes that were dark, soft, and sparkling. Her 
features were delicately cut, and full of intelligence, but at 
the same time touched with an expression of melancholy. 
The carriage of her head, and her finely turned shoulders, 
gave her an appearance of rare distinction, which rendered 
it by no means a matter of surprise that she should have 
captivated a man of such fastidious taste as Louis XIY. 

Madame Dader stood near a table turning over the leaves 
of a book, but evidently in a state of considerable agitation. 
She named her kinsman as he advanced toward the august 
dame, whose eyes were fixed immovably upon him ; and as 
Lefevre bowed low before her, Madame de Maintenon ad- 
dressed him in a voice of liquid softness, which doubtless 
aided in conquering the heart of her royal lover. 

'^ M. Lefevre, at the earnest solicitation of ipy friend, Ma- 
dame Dader, I have consented to what may bring upon me 
the displeasure of the King of France ; but it seems to me 
that he who knows how to defend the honor of his country, 
as you have done, should have some favor shown him in his 
hour of need." 

*< Thanks, madame, a thousand thanks for this great fa- 
vor. I will bear with me a grateful remembrance of your 
kindness to the latest hour of my life." 

^' Do not expect too much &om it, monsieur ; for I have 
only consented to give you an opportunity to plead your 
own cause with his majesty^ I expect him every moment, 
and to him your application must be made." 
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While she spoke, the hangings were lifted from a corner of 
the wall, and Louis himself stepped into the apartment. No 
longer the gay and debonnaire, but the grave and haughty 
embodiment of self-will and pride, the countenance of the 
king wore an unusual expression of sternness, for his hand 
had just completed the crowning iniquity of his reign. He 
came directly from the signature of that act which revoked 
the rights guaranteed to the descendants of those men to 
whom his great ancestor, Henry lY., owed his crown. 

With a slight indinaticm of his head toward Madame 
Dader, he advanced at once to the chair of state on which 
Madame de Maintenon sat Lifting her &ir hand to his 
lips, he said, 

" Madame, the act is consummated which enables me to 
enforce the expressed law of Grod in my kingdom. Hence* 
forth there shall be but ^one fold and one shepherd.' " 

"Sire," she replied, "rather suffer me to press my lips 
upon that hand which has had courage to perform this great 
act. No doubt, the angels in heaven sing a pean of joy over 
the benighted souls that will be forced to accept salvation 
through your means;" and she arose and reverently bent 
her knee before him as she pressed her lips upon his hand.. 

The king smiled blandly as he raised her and replaced 
her in her chair, for this was the species of flattery that 
most pleased him ; and his fair enslaver had sufficient tact 
to offer it in such a manner as always to meet the demands 
of his ^otistical and self-idolizing nature. Hence the se* 
cret of that influence which she preserved to the end of a 
long life, though retained at the cost to herself of self-re* 
spect and happiness. 

Louis then turned to the stranger and asked, with a 
smile, 

" Has Madame Dacier brought with her another savant 
to asi»st in expounding the beauties of classical literature, in 
the person of one of the officers of my armyf He must 
be more accomplished than they often are, to enable him to 
do this." 



THB HUCFUISSror SXILES* 801 

^^ Sire," replied Madame de Maintenon, ^^ permit me to 
present to you Monsieur Lefevre, ttIio holds the rank of 
colonel in the Army of Flanders. He has once before had 
the honor to be admitted to your presence." 
The king turned graciously toTrard him. 
^^ I remember the occasion, Colonel Lefevre, and I trust 
you are again the bearer of good news from the army." 
Lefevre bowed profoundly, and replied, 
^' No, sire, private business of a most painful and pressing 
nature brings me hither on the present occasion. Will your 
migesty deign to listen to your &ithful servant a few mo- 
znents, and grant the sole reward he asks for honorable serv- 
ice rendered, in the pardon of two dear friends who are 
suffering under the ban of Ihe Church V 

The &uce of the monarch darkened, and he sternly said, 
^< By the holy Mth I profess, you seem to expect more 
than my clemency is willing to grant Any otiier crime 
than that I might pardon ; but un&ithfulness to the teach- 
ings of the Church is a sin that calls for punishment on 
earth as well as in heaven." 

<< But, sire, it is my Either for whose life I petition ; my 
l»other, who lies in a dungeon, awaitmg death. If my serv- 
ices have any claim, and I bear many scars upon my body, 
received in fighting your majesty's battles, I ask, as my sole 
reward, that you will grant me a pardon for these two near 
relatives." 

Louis coldly asked, 

^<What do you mean by sayii^ that they await death t 
My confessor. La Chaise, and my minister, Louvais, have 
both pledged themselves that not a drop of bloqd shall be 
shed in bringing back the sheep that have strayed from the 
true fold." 

^^ Alas ! sire, they keep back the truth from your royal 
ears. While your dominions are laid desolate, and the cry 
of perishing thousands arises to Heaven in rain, your ad- 
visers persuade you that it is a peaceful crusade in favor of 
the Romish Church they are carrying on. If I dared re- 
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Teal to 70a all I could tell, jon would shrink from the pic- 
ture of the sufferings inflicted on your unhappy people in 
the name of religion." 

<< I have no desire to listen to such a history from the 
lips of one of that misguided sect, the Huguenots. I can 
well anticipate what it would be," replied the king, with 
haughty displeasure. ^^ Am I not right, M. Lefevre, in sup- 
posing you to be a belieyer in this fatal heresy!" 

<< Your majesty is correct in your surmise. I am a be- 
liever in the Reformation, but, at the same time, a loyal 
and fisdthful subject of the King of France," replied Lefevre, 
with grave dignity. 

^< And in. the latter character I reply to your petition," 
said Louis, more graciously ; for there was a noble serious- 
ness in the deportment of ^e young officer that unconscious- 
ly influenced him in his ^Eivor. ^' Tell me the offense of 
your relatives more circumstantially, and if my conscience 
enables me to do so, I will not deny this grace to one who 
has shed his blood in my service.? 

With few and well chosen words Lefevre rapidly gave an 
outline of the persecutions and present position of his father 
and his fiiend. Louis seemed to listen with interest. At 
its dose, he decisively said, 

" To your &ther I will grant a pardon under my own 
royal seal, as a personal grace to yourseli^ Colonel Lefevre. 
He seems a mistaken zealot, who may be brought back to 
the truth by the workings of the spirit of God ; but your 
friend — ^has he, too, been reared with the heretical taint 
that has caused such trouble to the fidthful hearts of all 
true Catholics r 

Lefevre's heart painfully contracted at this question ; but 
he could not withhold the truth. 

<< He was not," he reluctantly replied. ^< Claude Chastain 
is a proselyte." 

^' Then he must bear the punishment due to one who has 
seceded firon the only true Church, after being educated in 
its tenets. I grant much to your services when I pardon 
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your fiither; expect no farther clemency at my hands. 
Monsieur, your audience is ended. Madame Dader, there 
will be no reading to-night ; my mind is not in a mood for 
it. You are at liberty to retire.'' 

The two thus dismissed made a low obeisance before the 
august personages who held the evil destinies of France in 
their hands, and left the apartment. 

The page reconducted them to the saloon, where they 
found the tables deserted, and groups of eager talkers col- 
lected together discussing some topic of absorbing interest. 
The two passed unnoticed among them, and Madame Dader 
found her chair awaiting her in the vestibule. She hur^ 
riedly entered it, and they lost no time in regaining the 
shelter of her mansion. 

When the^ were again alone, she drew a long breath, and 
exdaimed, 

^'Well! it ended better than I had dared to hope. Your 
father, at least, is saved.'' 

'^That is, indeed, much to be thankful for; but poor 
Chastain's fate is sealed, I sadly fear. I must see what 
daring can do for him, when I get on the spot." 

*' Be careful, Grerauld, or you may yourself fall into the 
power of the priests." 

'< Be sure I shall take every care to evade them, until I 
can effect my escape from this unhappy country. A few 
more weeks, and, if I am fortunate, I shall be beyond its 
boundaries." 

While they conversed the servant brought in supper, be- 
fore which they had scarcely seated themselves when a loud 
rap came to the door, and in a few moments one of the 
king's equerries was ushered in. Bowing courteously, he 
presented a sealed envdope to Lefevre, with the words, 
^^ From the King," and immediately departed. It was the 
promised pardon ; and with a feeling of deep relief he se- 
cured it carefully about his person. Immediately afterward 
M^ Dader came in, and again they seated themsdves, and 
an hour passed in conversation. 
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It was growing late, and as Gerauld must depart at an 
early hour, Madame Dacier proposed that they should re- 
tire. As thej arose to do so^ another startling rap on the 
door was heard, and M. Dacier himself went to see who 
demanded admittance at so late an hour. 

A man, so muffled as effectually to disguise his person, 
handed him a letter, and immediately disappeared. On ex- 
amination, it was found to be addressed to Lefevre, and in 
it he found these words: 

<< M. Lefevbe, — Though I am not of much consequence 
at court, I yet have the means of finding out what goes on 
there, and I advise you to leave Pans before daylight. A 
lettre de cachet has already been issued against you, for vio- 
lating the late ordinance forbidding strange Protestants to 
remain in the city ; and if you are found here at dawn you 
will be thrown into the Bastile, when to be released, the 
priests and Madame de Maintenon alone can tell. 

" Even one emotion of pity and justice on the part of the 
poor king they are already endeavoring to render nugatory, 
by depriving you of all chance to use your father's pardon 
in time to save him. Be warned in time, and save yourself 
from so untoward a fate." 

There was no signature to this note, but it was easy to 
recognize the Duchess of Orleans as its writer ; and Lefevre 
at once prepared to follow her counsel. The barriers of 
Paris were closed at this hour, but, by using a little finesse^ 
he doubted not he should be able to pass out. His uniform^ 
t<^ther with the package he had just received, bearing the 
royal seal upon it, would be a passport to him, by means of 
which he might journey in safety from one end of the king- 
dom to the other, so much was every thing respected that 
bore the impress of the sovereign's hand. 

After returning many sincere thanks to Madame Dacier 
for the assistance she had rendered him, Grerauld took le9.ve 
of her, and, accompanied by her husband, went to the stable 
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in which he had placed his horse. The people there had 
not yet retired, and his faithful steed was soon in readiness 
to resume his joomeyings with the master he had long 
served. 

The stable-keeper expressed some surprise at his being 
wai^ted at so late an hour of the night ; but a mysterious 
whisper from M. Dader, that his friend was departing on 
secret business coxmected with the court, caused the man to 
look on him with deep respect, and expedite his depsirture 
as much as -possible. 

As Lefevre had anticipated, the sight of the king's seal 
operated like magic on the officer in chaige of the gate, and 
he was permitted to pass into the open countiy at once. 
Thus far safe from the pursuit of his enemies, M. Dacier 
took leave of him at the barrier, and, bidding him God 
speed, returned to report to his wife his safe egress from 
the city. 



CHAPTER XX. 

We must now return to the fortunes of Claude Chastain. 
Seized and hurried away to the loathsome dungeons of 
Nismes, he had been many weeks a prisoner, deprived of 
eyery thing that could render life enduraUe. 

Chastain was placed in the same cell with a mendicant 
friar, whose conduct had outraged even the most lenient oi 
all judges toward her own children — the Church of Rome ; 
and he had been confined in prison, where his days wrare 
spent in blasphemy against every thing pure and holy. If 
any thing could have added to the suiferings of the prisoner, 
it was such companionship as this. 

The fetid air of the confined prison, combined with the 
state of his mind, threw Chastain into a low fever, during 
which tkO mitigation of his condition was permitted ; on the 
contrary, his sufferings were aggravated in every possible 
manner. As a faithless son of the Church, he was dealt 
with even more hardly than the other prisoners ; and while 
parched with fever and consumed with thirst, not even water 
was allowed him, except in the small quantity which was 
placed beside him with his daily ration of dry bread. 

The wild ravings of his wretched companion were inex- 
pressibly tormenting to him ; while his head was racked 
with pain, and every nerve in his body seemed indued with 
a power to inflict torture upon him. Added to these causes 
of bodily anguish, the priests came, day after day, to tempt 
him, by every means in their power, to retract his declara- 
tion of belief in the tenets of the Reformed Church. 

If he would consent to re-enter the pale of Rome, re- 
wards and aggrandizement were offered him ; and threats 
of torture, and death by burning, held out as the altema- 
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tives. But, even amidst his severest sufferings, the strength 
of his soul was not shaken. He rejected all their offers, and 
declared emphaticallj " that he preferred the Word of God 
before the traditions of men, and His true worship before 
that of a human being in the person of the Pope. That, 
according to St. Paul, there is no need of knowing any but 
Jesus Christ, and Him crucified, and to acknowledge Him 
who sent Christ as the only true Gk)d ; for on this belief it 
is that the Lord hath founded life eternal." 

After this declaration had been many times repeated, 
Chastain was regarded as a recusant so utterly given over 
to blindness of heart that he was left to abide the conse^ 
quences of his firmness. Several of his most zealous tor- 
mentors advocated the application of torture ; but his re- 
duced condition forbade that, since the chief inquisitors 
were ' desirous of making a public example of him, which 
might deter other Catholics from following in his foot- 
steps. 

His fever gradually left him, how or why he knew not, 
unless the natural strength of an unbroken constitution en- 
abled him to triumph over the disease. At length the public 
mockery of a trial was granted the prisoners, before which 
their fate had been decided. To save appearances, a judicial 
form was gone through, over which D'Aguesseau presided, 
that ended in their being turned over to the secular power, 
to be dealt with according to their deserts. This was simply 
giving them over ta the priests, to do as they pleased with. 
Then the real ordeal was to be endured. 

This last trial was secret, of course ; for the myrmidons of 
Bome would scarcely venture openly to arraign victims who 
would, in all probability, have the boldness to speak the 
truth concerning the tribunal that condemned them. 

At a late hour of the night, ten Huguenots were con- 
veyed in a cart to the Dominican Ccmvent, in which a hall 
of judgment had been fitted up that was constantly in use. 
The two among these sufferers with whom we have to do 
were Claude Chastain and Laval; although the histories of 
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the others were full of tragic interest, illustrating the hoi^ 
rors of the times in which it was their misfortune td live. 

Thej were ushered into a circular room, lighted hy lamps, 
shaded in such a manner as to afford a ghastly, bluish light, 
and the atmoi^here seemed filled with the fumes of fetid 
▼apor, such as is fabled^ to arise from the bottomless pit foi>- 
ever. On the walls were painted scenes from purgatory, 
and wretched beings were undergoing every species of t(HS 
ture the imagination of fiends could invent. 

The weird lights which flickered over these terrible forms 
seemed at moments to indue them with motion ; and the 
hapless prisoners, dragged from the darkness of their dun^ 
geons to behold them, rnth shattered n^-ves and weakened 
visicm, might almost have believed themselves suddenly in*- 
troduced into the Inferno itself. 

Against the wall, on the side opposite the entrance, was 
the seat of the inquisitors. On a raised platform stood 
three commodious chairs, in front of which was a massive 
table, with a lamp sui^>ended above it. These seats were 
now occupied by the abbot and two brothers of the ord^ ; 
they were robed in black, with cowls drawn over their faces, 
so as to conceal them completely, with the exception of the 
cold and cruel eyes which gleamed beneath them on the 
wretched captives brought there to receive condemnation. 

Above their heads hung a picture of Thomas Aquinas^ 
whose intolerant doctrines are held in extreme reverence by 
the most uncompromising portion of the believers in Home. 
He was represented with a sun in his br€!ast, from which 
beams of wisdom are supposed to radiate, and with a dove 
at his ear, symbolical of the Holy Spirit, whispering to him 
revelations from heav^. Beside him hung an immense 
crucifix, as emblematic of the story recorded of him, that 
this symbol was once miraculously endowed with speech, 
and addressed him in words applauding his doctrines, com- 
mencing thus: << Oh, Thomas ! thou hast writt^ well con* 
ceming me." His chief dogma, ^' Death to all heretics," 
renders him particularly acceptable to the inquisitors, who 
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' find in his ingenious pag^ an apology for anj severity the 
Church may see fit to practice. 

The abbot occupied the central seat, and before him lay 
the libro l^ecro, or Black Bo<^, in which were placed the 
accusations against the prisoners. The book itself contained 
the method of conducting the proca^. It runs as follows : 

<< With respect to the examination and the duty of the 
examiners, either the prisoner confesses, and he is found 
guilty firom his own confession i or he does not confess, and 
is equally guilty on the evidence of witnesses. If a prison- 
er confesses the whole of what he is accused, he is unques- 
tionably guilty of the whole ; but if he cc^esses. only a part, 
he should be still regarded as guilty pf the whole, as what 
he has oon&ssed proves him capable of guilt as to other 

points of the accusation." '< Bodily torture has ever 

he&k found the most salutary and efficient means of leading 
to ^iritual repentance. Therefore the choice of the most 
befitting mode of torture is left to the judge of the Inquisi- 
tion." '^ If, notwithstanding all the means employed, 

the unfortunate wretch still denies his guOt, he is to be con- 
sidered as a victim of the devil, and as such deserves no 
compassion from the servants of God, nor the pity or in- 
dulgence of Holy Mother Church : he is a son of perdi- 
tion. Let him perish, then, among the damned, and let his 
place be no longer found among the living." 

Such was the merciless code by whiph thousands were 
judged. 

Among the squalid and miserable group now collected 
to receive sentence from these ruthless judges were sevo:^ 
women and two old men, one of sixty-five, and the other 
seventy years of age. They were so infirm as to be scarce- 
ly capaUe of sustaining themselves, yet they unfiinchingly 
bore all that man could inflict upon them. 

Eight out of the ten prisoners were speedily dealt with ; 
they were condemned to be taken to Marseilles in chains, 
and from there embarked on ships destined for Canada, 
there to be sold into slavery to defiray the expenses of their 
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voyage, provided they arrived safely at its termination; 
this last being always extremely doubtfal, as the ships em- 
ployed were usually unseaworthy, atad in more instances 
than one had foundered almost in sight of the port from 
which they were sent. 

The Huguenots received their sentence in silence, and 
were removed by two attendant brethren, who came in at 
the summons of a bell. There remained only Chastain and 
Laval. The former was pale and wasted from sickness and 
long confinement ; but he was calm and self-reliant — firm in 
his resolution to remain true to the convictions that were 
in his heart. Laval looked like what his sufierings had 
made him, a gaunt and wretched madman, with but one 
dear idea in his mind, that the cause in which he so se- 
verely sufiered was that of God himself. He was now in 
that condition which made him reckless of all they could 
henceforth inflict upon him; he wished to die and be at 
rest : he dared not take his own life, therefore he felt that 
it would be a mercy to him to receive death at the hands 
of the Inquisition. In this mood nothing was to be wrung 
from him : he sat with his large black eyes restlessly wan- 
dering from side to side, and a thrilling shudder sometimes 
convulsed his frame as his glance fell upon the demoniac 
figures pictured on the walls. 

The questions of the inquisitors seemed to make no im- 
pression on him, until one of them loudly called him by 
his name and imperatively commanded him to answer. 
Thus aroused, he sullenly asked, 

" What do you want of me t Is it not enough that you 
have destroyed my family, and will torture and bum me, 
without asking me to confess that I deserve such punish- 
ment 1 If it is guilt to worship God according to His re- 
vealed word ; to believe that Christ is the only mediator 
between man and his Maker, and not the Virgin and the 
saints, as you teach, then I am guilty. Christ I believe to 
be the head of the Church, and not St. Peter ; for He alone 
can be infallible. Destroy me for this, as you destroyed all 



THE HUG17KN0T EXILES. 311 

belonging to me, because mj daughter sung .a psalm from 
that Book of life which your tjrannj has prohibited. I have 
said all I have to e&j, and now you may do your worst." 

His head sunk upon his breast, and he relapsed into ^he 
vague, dreamy condition from which he had been moment- 
arily aroused. The abbot rang his bell, and a brother ap- 
peared bearing a long robe and a conical cap, both painted 
with flames of fire. 

<^ Arise, Jean Laval, and put on the condemned robe," 
was pronounced in a deep tone ; but Laval did not seem to 
hear him, until the attendant monk touched him and re- 
peated the command. He scornfully regarded the lugubri- 
ous-looking garment, and silently suffered his person to be 
covered with it. The cap was then placed upon his head, 
from which his long white hair, unshorn for many weeks, 
hung in tangled masses over his sallow and strongly marked 
features. His gleaming eyes ^tened themselves upon the 
tall form of the abbot as he arose and pronounced his sen- 
tence: 

"Jean Laval, for your contumacy exhibited here in the 
presence of the accredited ministers of our Holy Mother 
Church, and for speaking disrespectfully of the Virgin, and 
denying the spiritual supremacy of his holiness the Pope, 
you are to suffer the torture of the rack : finally, you are to 
expiate your abominable heresy by being burned at the 
stake ; and thus may all the enemies of our blessed fiuth 



To this his two companions responded "Amen," and de- 
voutly crossed themselves. After the abbot finished speak- 
ing, Laval stood a moment, as if still listening : he raised 
his hand, and his eyes seemed to look vaguely before him, 
as he slowly repeated, 

" ' Their idols are ^ver and gold, even the works of men's 

hands.' ^ They that make them are like unto them, 

and so are all that put their trust in them.' < Ye 

that fear the Lord, put your trust in the Lord ; He is your 
helper and defender.' 
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<< Even so have I done from my youth upward ; even so 
will I do to the end. Men of wrath and blood, 7011, and 
such as joUf drive from this desecrated land the true spirit 
of God, and seek to substitute in its place the corruptions 
of Borne. • Accomplish jour mission ; but the blood of the 
martyrs shall be avenged in that day when the Church jou 
would elevate at the expense of every thing sacred is tram- 
pled under foot by the lawless mob your acts are helping to 
arm against the cause of humanity. The nation will be 
deluged in an ocean of blood, to which that which now 
flows vdll seem but an insignificant stream ; and all this 
evil is accomplished, that you may thrust from the bosom 
of the land those whose purity reproaches your sin." 

He offered his hand to Chastain, and solemnly said, 

^'Brother, we will meet again on that glorious day in 
which Christ virill find us worthy to become martyrs to his 
holy cause." 

Claude wrung his hand, and Laval was removed to the 
chamber of torture, into which we shall not enter. Such 
scenes, have often been described, and our narrative deals 
with so much that is real and terrible, as to render it nec- 
essary to keep back many details which would only add a 
harrowing interest to our pages. 

Chastain being then left alone, the abbot r^arded him 
piercingly a few moments, and then said, 

<< My son, it is far from being our desire to sacrifice a scion 
of a true Catholic femily like yours. Tour parents died in 
the &ith ; how comes it, then, that you have departed from 
their teachings?" 

Chastaui calmly replied, 

^^ Because I have had an opportunity to study that Bible 
from which your Church has removed one of the command- 
ments, which instructs us that we shall not make unto our- 
selves any graven image, or bow down to it. . You can not 
deny that this is daily done in your chnrches." 

^' And are you so blind of heart that you can not spiritu- 
ally discern the true meaning of the images used by us 1" 
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^'I do not, nor do you ; for in that case it would not 
have been found necessary to remove from the Decalogue 
the commandment to which I have referred." 

The abbot consulted a papdr taken from the Black Book : 
<< You are accused, Claude Chastain, of having spoken dis- 
respectfully of the ritual of the Church, and to have said 
that a dead religion was well expressed in the language of 
a people long since passed away from among the nations of 
the earth." 

"Who are my accusers?" asked Chastain. "It is usual 
to confront them with the accused." 

" It is the duty of every man to report heretical opinions 
to the priests; and the Church holds in her own hands the 
powesr to use that information without producing the per- 
son who furnishes it. Answer to the charges brought, with- 
out making such futile objections." 

*' Since I am aware that my fate is already determined 
on, I will freely do so," replied the prisoner, with calm dig- 
nity. " I have said that the prayers which are hurried 
over by a priest, in words incomprehensible to the people 
for whose benefit they are put up, can have no influence in 
preserving a vital spirit of piety. The sermon is addressed 
to men by a mortal like themselves, giving his interpreta- 
tion of the truths of Scripture ; but the prayers are the as- 
pirations of the soul, addressed to Deity by the heart of the 
worshiper, and form his only medium of communication 
vrith Him, Therefore should they, in public worship, be 
sufficiently intelligible to the most ignorant to enable his 
heart to rise with them to the throne of grace." 

"And to you, is there -nothing grand or solemn in the 
idea that all the congregations of the Chm*ch address the 
Deity in the same tongue ; thus preserving intact the pure 
sense of the primitive Church 1" 

" Nothing, when it is weighed against the fact that the 
majority of the hearers do not comprehend it, and therefore 
are unmoved by it." 

The second clause of the accusation was then read. 
O 
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<<You are charged with having spoken contemptuously 
of confession^ and of the infallibility of our head, the Pope." 

<< Christ said, '/ am the way and the life; no man 
oometh to the Father but by me.' Such are the words of 
the Saviour himself; authorized by them, I deny the spir- 
itual supremacy of the Pope." 

" You have not replied to the first charge. Is it not also 
said, ^Confess your sins one to another t'" 

^' It is, but not as you explain it. If a man has done evil 
to his brother, then let him confess that evil, that he may 
obtain forgiveness from him. In like manner, when we sin | 

against the commands of God, let us go to him, as Christ 
has taught us — as all the Prophets and Apostles have done, 
and pray to him for forgiveness ; not to the venal priest, 
who sells absolution for a sin he has no more power to re- 
mit than I have to call down fire from heaven to consume 
those who make a traffic of the mercy of the most high 
God." 

The voice of the abbot trembled with anger as he pre- 
ferred the next charge : 

^' You have also denied all faith in the real presence of j 

Christ in the eucharist." j 

" If by the real presence you mean the blood, body, soul, j 

and divinity of Jesus Christ, I must deny it The mere I 

repetition of a form of words over bread made by human 
hands can never transmute it into the body of the Saviour. 
He merely spoke in a figurative sense, when he said, 'This 
is my body,' for unto himself alone belonged the power of 
performing miracles, and it is contraiy to the express word 
of God to suppose that the priest possesses that power. The 
natural body of Christ was offered in sacrifice only once ; 
and, if St. Paul speaks truth, that sufficed for our salvation. 
In this sacrament we simply join ourselves by fisiith to Him 
who died that we might live." 

Here the abbot crushed the paper from which he had 
hitherto read, and abruptly said, 

"Arc you determined to lose yourself, body and soul, 
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Clande Chastain? Has life no charms for you, that jou 
thus recklessly cast it from you f 

An expression of exquisite pain swept over the pale feat- 
ures of the prisoner, and he said, 

" Life would indeed be welcome, if it could be preserved 
without the sacrifice of that which is of more worth. It 
is from no reckless disregard of its value that I have spoken, 
but from the convictions of conscience, which I dare no 
longer stifle." 

" Pause — ^reflect on what you are doing. That which has 
the sanction of so many good and pious men to sustain it, 
mtist be holy. The clemency of the Church will gladly be 
extended to you if you will renounce these mistaken views. 
Think what it is to set up yoijr youthful and immature 
judgment against so venerable an institution, in which the 
learning of ages has been preserved— to which God has given 
such wide-spread sway. What is your conscience, that it 
shall set itself up in opposition to the holy of holies 1 Beware, 
lest the fate of the sacril^ous Israelites become yours." 

" It can be no sacrilege to bring the pretensions of the 
Church to the test of truth. My own conscience, in that, 
is the only standard with which God has furnished me ; 
and I must use it as His spirit dictates.^' 

" And you give your body over to the tortures of fire, 
sooner than renounce these base heresies'? It is not right, 
my son. Listen to the pleadings of your own heart ; for if 
you will return to the faith of your fathers, I offer you the 
fulfiUment of its dearest wishes. Your history is known to 
me, and I promise you happiness with her you love, and 
prosperous fortunes in the future." 

A vivid streak of crimson shot over the cheek of the 
prisoner, and for a moment his heart throbbed with emotion 
at the image conjured up before him ; yet he too well knew 
the lures held out to the condemned to induce them to con- 
form, and he nerved himself anew for resistance. He only 
made a gesture of refusal, and, sipking his head between his 
hands, sat motionless awaiting his sentence. 
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The abbot whispered a few words to one of his com- 
panions, and he noiselessly glided over the floor and left 
the room. In a few moments he returned, ushering in a 
strange group to be admitted to the hall of condemnation. 

The Sieur de Montour and his daughter supported be- 
tween them the form of Irene, wearing upon her changed 
features an expression of resigned suffering that was ex- 
tremely touching. She uttered a slight cry as she beheld 
Chastain, and he started forward at the sound of her voice. 
With sudden strength that did not seem to be in her wasted 
frame, she tore herself from the supporting arms of her rela- 
tives, and with one bound lay upon the breast of the pris- 
oner, sobbing as if her heart would break, while he mur- 
mured words over her that at any other crisis would have 
filled her heart with gladness. 

« Mine own — ^my precious, darling wife, God is good to 
me, indeed, in thus permitting me to hold you to my heart 
once more." 

The Sieur de Montour approached them, and would have 
taken her from his arms; but Chastain clasped her form 
only the more firmly, and said, 

<< She is mine — ^mine in the sight of Heaven, fi>r the nup- 
tial benediction has been pronounced over us by a holy man 
of God. In this hour the acknowledgment of the tie can 
not affect our sad destiny either for good or for evil." 

<< Irene, is this true?" asked her unde. <<Have you 
withheld this knowledge Gcom me during all this time, even 
when I pressed another union on you ?" 

<<It is true, uncle. I am his wi&, wedded to him in 
heart, in love, and truth ; and all I ask is that I may go 
with him to his dungeon, even to the stake, if such is to be 
his &te." 

Though little anticipating such an avowal as this, Irene 
h|id been brought there at the instigation of the abbot, that 
the two known to be lovers might be mutually tempted to 
relinquish their faith under circumstances of such trial as 
must shake the soul to its very centre. Besolute to over- 
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come her resistance to his will, the Sieur de Montoor had 
consented that she should undergo this severe ordeal, and 
Irene was taken from lier room while scarcely convalescent, 
and brought thither, that the sight of her might induce the 
firmness of Ghastain to &lter. But even if such were the 
result, it was hj no means his intention to permit the hand 
of his niece to he the reward of his conformity, though, with 
the true spirit of the Jesuit, it was to be held out as the 
temptation. 

He haughtily asked, 

"When and by whom wis this marriage celebrated f 

" By M. Lecroix, the pastor of the desert, on the night 
we last met beneath my father's roo^'' replied Irene, rais-*^ 
ing her pale face from the breast of Ghastain. 

''Then it is not recognized as valid by the Ghurch, and 
you are not the lawful wife of him to whom you so shame- 
fully cling." 

He would again haye made an effort to take her frx)m 
him, but Glaude refrised to permit him to do so. He said, 

" Our union was sanctioned by the only Ghurch we ac- 
knowledge as posses^g the spirit of Ghrist. Irene was 
given to me by her &ther ; wherefore, then, shall you seek to 
snatch her from me for the few brief hours I may yet live?" 

"Because I have the power to do so, and it is not my 
will that my niece shall be regarded as your wife," replied 
De Montour, imperiously. 

" Yet God himself has said, ' Those whom / have joined 
together, let no man put asunder.' The tie that links us 
must soon be severed by the cruel hands into whose power 
I have fidlen ; why, then, deny to me the brief solace its ac- 
knowledgment may afford me f 

" Oh ! Glaude — ^my own Glaude, must you, indeed, diel" 
moaned the unhappy girl. " Must your young life, your no- 
ble heart, be destroyed at the bidding of these cruel men 1" 

The abbot caught the meaning of her words, and he re- 
plied, 

" Not if you will both listen to the voice of God and rea- 
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son, my daughter. ' I have already given M. Chastain suf^ 
ficient proof that we are more desirous of saving his soul 
than of making him a martyr to the heretical opinions he 
has unhappily imbibed ; but he obstinately refuses to avail 
himself of the avenue of escape opened to him. I now re- 
new the offers recently made to him, and your presence 
here must give him the assurance of my power to fulfill 
them." 

Irene raised herself fix)m Chastain's supporting arm, and 
sat down on the rude bench from which he had risen. The 
impulse that moved her she scarcely comprehended herself; 
it was the sudden consciousness that the subtle policy of 
the priests was to make her presence a snare to her un- 
happy lover; and, despairingly as she desired to save him, 
she yet shrank -from becoming herself a temptation to 
swerve from the course his manly soul had avowed to be 
the only true one. 

There are martyrs of the heart, as of the stake, and this 
pale, fragile being was oF them. She felt that Chastain 
must answer from the dictates of his own conscience alone ; 
and she withdrew fron his embrace, that he should not find 
his resolution melt before the irrepressible emotion that 
shook her frame almost to dissolution. For an instant 
Chastain's glance dwelt mournfully upon her face, then he 
aroused himself to the duty before him. He raised his form 
to its full height, threw back his hair from his brow, and, 
fixing his piercing eyes upon the abbot, said, 

" Tell me. Father in the Church as you profess to be, 
should I be a true man, or a worthy son of Kome, if I yield 
to my love for yonder fair woman, what I have refused to 
your denunciations and cajoleries f 

" Son, it is a simple matter ; acknowledge the authority 
of the Church ; conform outwardly, and you are saved both 
temporally and spiritually. The power of God is such, 
that when so much is gained. He will complete the rest, by 
bringing you back, in spirit and in truth, to the communion 
you have unhappily forsaken. Benounce heresy, and par- 
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don is jours— ^restoration to the position you lately occu- 
pied ; and the object of jour affections shall be the crown- 
ing reward." 

Chastain glanced sadlj toward the drooping form of Irene, 
and is it wonderful that for a moment his strength faltered! 
Whj should he not do as thousands had done, and were 
dailj doing 1 conform outwardlj until an opportunitj for 
escape offered ; and thus secure his own safetj, and the res- 
cue of Irene from the power of her unde? It was a great 
and subtle temptation of the evil one; but he struggled 
manfullj against it. He asked himself, '^ Does the cause of 
good veaHj demand this sacrifice of me ? Is it not mj first 
duty to protect m j wedded wife, and save her from &rther 
suffering ? Can I not worship God as trulj if called a 
Papist as a Protestant ? I know there are man j good and 
noble people among them ; whj, then, can I not be among 
those who hold themselves free from the abominations of 
the sjstem, and worship God acceptabl j V* 

For a few brief moments he was bewildered bj these sub- 
tle suggestions of the tempter ; then the inmiutable truth 
arose before him, and his soul responded to it : 

'^ No ; I dare not ; for light has entered mj soul, and I 
r^ard the whole Popish &bric as rotten at the core, and 
capable of producing no fruit worth j of acceptance from the 
most high God. Through His mercj, those who reallj be- 
lieve in it, and are humble followers of such light as thej 
have, will be saved ; but in me it would be acting a lie be- 
fore Him who can read m j motives, and judge me accord- 
inglj." 

He resolutelj turned his ejes from Irene, and firmlj an- 
swered, 

*< <Is thj servant a dog, that he should do this thing!' 
I refuse jour offers, and maj Heaven give me strength to 
abide, without shrinking, bj mj decision." 

"Then be your fiite on jour own head," replied the 
abbot, stemlj. He then slowlj read the sentence con- 
demning him to be burned upon the public square of the 
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city <m the occasion of the next great festival in the ^ 

Church. 

Chastain heard it with firmness, though his heart throbbed 
with anguish for her who was thus cruellj c(»npeUed to 
hear the terrible Mxleal to which he was condemned. Ber- j 

tha had drawn near to her cousin, and now sat beside her 
sustaining her half-fidnting form. As the voice of the monk i 

ceased, Irene raised herself with difficulty, and, stretching 
out her arms toward Chastain, said, with emotion, 

'^ God has not forsaken you, oh my love I It is He who 
gives you this sublime spirit of resistance to the evil voice 
of the tempter. Thanks be to Heaven, you have not fallen 
into the «iare prepared for you. Our parting will not be 
for long, Claude ; for I feel within my heart the assurance 
that I shall soon follow you to that better land ^ where the 
wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.' The 
weary ! Oh ! how expressive, how consoling this assurance 
is to one like me, bereft of all that made life valuable." 

Chastain sat down beside her, and gently drew her head 
upon his breast. Even her cold-hearted relatives could not 
at that mom^Qt interpose ; there was something sacred in 
the position these two held toward each other, that inspired 
respect even in their ruthless judges. 

Claude murmured, 

^<You do not, then, blame me, my precious one, that 
even for your dear sake I could not deny my convictions 
oftruth and right?" 

" I honor, I reverence you for it. I feel as if I could 
gladly die to save you, Claude ; but I can not bear that, for 
my poor sake, you shall do aught which may injure the 
cause of Christy and thereby peril your own soul. These 
cruel men have power to kill the body, but the spirit must 
appear unstained before its Maker." 

During this brief interchange of feeling the abbot ap- 
proached the Sieur de Montour, and they spoke earnestly 
together. The priest then drew near Irene, and addressed 
her in his most persuasive tones: 
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" Daughter, does not jour flesh shrmk and quiver at the 
thought that he who now clasps you to his breast must 
have his strong sinews crisped, his beating heart suffocated 
bj the flames that will consume him ? And will jou re- 
fuse to save him from the flery ordeal f 

Irene r^arded him with a bewildered air. She asked : 

"Can I, indeed, save himi Howt By what means 1'* 

" By obeying the wishes of your unde. Benounce the 
heresies in which you have been educated; admit the un- 
lawfulness of the ceremony which made you the wife of 
Claude Chastain ; accept the husband M. de Montour has 
provided for you, and the punishment of this jnan shall be 
commuted to transportation to Canada." 

Chastain started, and a brief gleam of crimson glowed on 
his pallid cheeks, as he exclaimed, 

"The tempter has ready a bribe for both husband and 
wife. Irene, the most crud of deaths is more preferable to 
me than to be thus saved. I reject the terms for you ; I 
will not accept the boon of life thus dearly purchased." 

"Let her answer for herself," interposed the priest. 
"Daughter, renounce your heresy at the command of 
Heaven, and thus save the reckless man who has neither 
mercy for himself nor for you." 

The heart of Irene almost ceased to beat, and for a 
moment she felt as if dying. Chastain bent over her and 
whispered a few words in her ear ; they inspired her with 
new courage, and she spoke in an unfaltering voice, 

" The faith of my fathers is mine, and I abide by it to the 
last. The goodness of God may yet rescue us from your 
power. In Him I trust; and if he aids us not to escape 
the evil snares which encompass us, it is because our work 
on earth is' accomplished, and the reward of those that re- 
main faithful to the end prepared for us in heaven." 

" Can fanaticism go beyond this!" exclaimed her uncle, 

bitterly. "Irene, I give you over to the foolishness of your 

own heart and its fitting punishment. Holy father, take 

diarge of her fote ; place her with those who will deal with 

O 2 
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her more firmly than I have done, and break her stubborn 
will. When she finds a convent for life, or the hand of an 
honorable man, the only alternative, she will understand 
that it is best to yield to my wishes." 

"I accept the trust," replied the priest. "And now it 
seems to me that nothing more can be gained by prolonging 
this scene." 

Again the bell was sounded, and the attendants came in 
with garments similar to those with which they had pre- 
viously clothed Laval. Chastain arose, and, putting them 
aside, held Irene clasped firmly to his bursting heart. Their 
eyes were riveted on each other in one long, mournful gaze, 
and then their lips met. 

Silently he placed her in the arms of her unde, and mo- 
tioned him to itemove her before the hideous robes were 
placed upon him. M. de Montour bore out the senseless 
form of his niece, followed by Bertha, who had watched the 
progress of this scene with a feeling of deep solicitude ; and 
so bitterly was she disappointed in its result, that she scarce- 
ly felt such sympathy for her cousin which her condition de- 
manded. 

Irene lay motionless so long, that they at length became 
alarmed lest she should never recover. Though the pres- 
ence of females is forbidden in every monastery, the author- 
ity of the abbot on this occasion authorized it ; for he was 
all-powerful in his own domicile. With impunity he evaded 
any law of the Church, for he enjoyed a plenary indulgence 
from the Pope, in consideration of the commanding position 
his subtle and powerful intellect gave him among his own 
order, and the unscrupulous services he rendered to that in- 
iquitous tyranny he assisted to sustain. 

The party from the chateau was conducted into a small 
chamber opening upon the spacious grounds, and there Ber- 
tha made many efforts to restore her cousin before she gave 
any sign of returning consciousness. At length a heavy sigh 
issued from her lips, and she partly unclosed her eyes ; but 
when she comprehended where she was, and who were her 
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Gompanions, she again seemed to relapse into partial insens- 
ibilitj. Bertha leaned over her, and said, 

" Irene, listen to me. You suffer terribly. It is not yet 
too late. Speak now, and the life of Chastain shall be saved. 
Oh 1 my dear girl, would God afflict you so sorely if it were 
not to turn you to the right pathf* 

Irene shuddered. She faintly murmured, 

« < Whom He loveth He chasteneth.' Bertha, I feel that 
I am in his hands, and I submit to whatever trials he may 
send me. Pray, let me rest — I am so weary." 

Bertha exchanged a sorrowful glance with her f5ather. 

« She will not be moved," he frigidly said. " The disci- 
pline of the convent may bring her to a proper appreciation 
of all I would have done for her had she acted differently." 

His daughter sighed; and presently the abbot came in, 
fireed from the black disguise he had lately worn. His car- 
riage was already at the door to remove Mademoiselle Le- 
fevre to the Convent of the Sisters of Mercy. Irene was in 
no conation to remonstrate, even if words Would have had 
any weight with those who wielded absolute power over her 
fate. 

She was unable to walk, and the Sienr de Montour car- 
ried her in his arms and placed her in the vehicle. Bertha 
kissed her, and pressed her cold hands an instant in her 
own : then she was driven away to her new prison. 



CHAPTER XXI- 

Day had dawned when they set out for the convent. The 
motion of the carriage somewhat revived the unhappj Irene, 
and she became aware that the abbot was seated beside her. 
He felt that within the past hour she had endured as se- 
vere mental torture as it was well to inflict even upon a her- 
etic, and he judiciously refrained from speaking until Irene 
herself addr^sed him in a feeble and broken tone : 

^^Beverend father, whither are jou taking mel" 

" To the Convent of the Sisters of Mercy, where you will 
find sympathy and kindness that your recent companions 
knew not how to bestow. You will soon leam that all is 
not evil among us ; that deeds of kindness and mercy are 
as common among Catholics as with those you have been 
tai^ht to consider the only good ones of the earth." 

"Ah!" sighed Irene, "if they are really good, why do 
they deny its first and greatest attribute, mercy? My heart 
is crushed by the iron despotism into whose power I have 
&llen." 

" My daughter, you have only seen the darker and stern- 
er side of Catholicism. There are duties which her faithful 
ministers must perform, even at the expense of much suffer- 
ing to those who, like yourself, have known only error. But 
there are also beauties in the system, which will soon be de- 
veloped to you through the agency of one who was herself 
but a short time since a wanderer in the darkness of doubt 
Pear nothing jBrom our severity, daughter ; your uncle has 
sufficiently tried that : the lay members of the Church often 
fiJl into that error. But we, her trained soldiers, know 
better ; we understand that the religion of Christ should be 
full of loving kindness toward those who are willing to em- 
brace it. It is only to the obstinately erring, who are &tal- 
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ly periling tbeir own eternal wel&re, that the loving and 
tender mother wears a severe aspect." 

Irene listened with wandering faculties. Of late she had 
suffered so much, both mentally and phjsicallj, that all 
power of &rther endurance seemed utterly to fail. The 
heart so cruelly rent with anguish grew languid in its mo-* 
tion ; passing ol^ects glimmered and &ded before her vis- 
ion, and she reclined moti6nless in the comer of the caiv 
riage, with but one distinct thought in her overtasked mind 
— ^that Chastain was condemned to a painful death, and on 
earth they might never meet again. 

When they reached the convent, Irene was taken into the 
apartment of the superior, where vnne, with which a strong 
opiate was mingled, was given her. In her exhausted con* 
dition, it soon threw her into a deep sleep, during which she 
was removed to a light and cheerful-looking chamber, ad* 
joining that of the new novice ; for it was the purpose of 
the abbot to place her at once under the gentle influence of 
her he had so completdy won over to their cause. 

As one who had herself doubted and been convinced, 
Eugenia could speak more persuasively to her friend than 
any other; and the gentleness which had proved so suc- 
cessful in one case might be equally so in the present one. 

The abbot was aware that of late years M. Lefevre and 
the-fiither of Eugenia had been firm friends ; and the youn- 
ger members of the two families had been thrown much to* 
gether. In this ^season of suffering and desolation, Irene 
would feel grateful for the kindness which permitted one 
she loved to be near her; to sympathize with and console 
her, in her heart-crushing grief. 

When the superior saw that her new charge was sleeping 
calmly, she rejoined the abbot, who waited to have an in- 
terview with her. She immediately asked him, 

" Do you not consider it a risk to place our new prose- 
lyte near the daughter of so stiff a heretic as M. Lefevre ? 
How can we foresee, what influence they may mutually ex- 
ert over each other 1" 
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*^ Do 70a consider Mademoiselle Lefevre a fear match for 
me, with all my subtle powers of convincing and bending 
others to my will? Oh! no; I have no fears. Made- 
moiselle Altenberg is entirely mider my influence ; so much 
so, that I believe if I told her the millennium would com* 
mence to-morrow, she would give it implicit credence." 

^^ I know," replied the lady, sarcastically, 'Hhat you have 
gained over her a power you never before cared to exerdse 
over any woman. To what purpose you have striven for 
it, I am at a loss to imagine, unless her pretty face has at 
last enslaved you. K so, that would be a curious heart- 
history, and one worth hearing. You, a man of mature 
years, hitherto indifferent to all the feminine race, suddenly 
ensnared by a young girl, who thinks only of obeyii^ the 
will of God in dedicating hersdf to Heaven. What have 
you to hope fix>m such a romantic attachment?" 

The priest listened with curling and contemptuous lip to 
words he was aware were intended to annoy him. He 
quietly said, 

'^ K I dare every thing to gain it, I look for a return to 
my affections. I never yet have been baffled in any thing 
in which my heart was deeply interested, neither will I be 
in this." 

His companion r^arded him with surprise. She said, 

"You can not be in earnest, Antoine? Why, I am in 
doubt as to how she will receive the knowledge of the actu- 
al freedom of the life we lead, when the time comes to initi- 
ate her into it. I am afiraid she will be shocked, and ready 
to run away from us at all risks, because we do not spend 
our days in prayers and penances." 

"Happily it will then be too late," he coolly replied. 
" You must underrate my tact very much if you think my 
advances will fill her with horror. No— I have calculated 
every step, and master of her heart I will become before 
I breathe a word of love. I am Jesuit enough to silence 
every scruple but one, and that I have provided against. 
Much liberty, you are aware, is allowed to our order ; and 
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his holiness the Pope has power to grant a dispensation 
enabling those of high rank in the Church to many clan- 
destinely. We all know that many of the cardinals at 
Borne are thus married, and without any violation of con- 
science ; for the law which prohibits it is an arbitraiy one, 
unknown among the followers of the faith imtil the thir- 
teenth century. As a reward for the services I have ren- 
dered here, in bringing back heretics to the true fold, I am 
promised a cardinal's hat, and a dispensation of this kind. 
Now, what think you of my craft V* 

^^ That it merits success, for it is perfect. Still, I doubt 
if success is to be won with the girl herself. I believe her 
to be sincere in her relinquishment of the world; and so 
high an opinion of your sanctity has she conceived, that a 
word which is calculated to show her that you are of the 
^ earth, earthy,' will tear the veil from her eyes, and she will 
fly from you with horror. Eugenia seems bom for a dev- 
otee, and I assure you she is no more fitted for our life of 
self-indulgence than I am to become what she really is." 

" It is that heavenly purity and simplicity that attracts 
me so strongly toward her," exclaimed the priest, enthusi- 
astically. " It is that which has enslaved me !" 

"Yet you would taint it! Nay, absolutely destroy it^ 
Ant^ine." 

" No, no— not so. I now believe that there is a love im- 
planted in our nature as noble as any impulse God has given 
us, and I feel that our Church has erred in commanding 
that it shall be stifled. It was not so in the early history 
of the primitive Chuch; for St. Paul himself says, *Let a 
bishop be the husband of one wife.' As such, I woo this 
young girl to my heart ; and my subtlety must be at &ult 
if I can not reconcile her to her fate. I tell you this, ma- 
dame, because I need your aid ; and we have heretofore been 
of such mutual service to each other, that I hardly fancy 
our interests can become divided now." 

" Our interests are rather opposed in this matter," she 
coldly rejoined. " What disposition will be made of the for- 
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tune of Mademoiselle Altenberg? I know it is in your 
power to do pretty much as you please with it ; but I hope 
you will be generous enough to bestow a fair portion of it 
on the house in which her vows are to be taken." 

The abbot haughtily replied, 

" Did you ever know me to defraud the Church, madame? 
Half the nK>ney shall come to your house ; the remainder I 
shall retain the control of, to repay me for my trouble in 
regidning it. I have consulted justice in this arrangement, 
and my conscience is satisfied." 

" Conscience !" repeated the superior, \nth bitter scorn. 
*^ Does such a thing exist in the Bomish Church ? Are not 
all her efforts systematically directed toward crushing such 
a monitor, where it is suspected to exist t Do not speak to 
me of conscience, Antoine, for neither you nor I are gov- 
erned by any thing but expediency." 

^^Such is the policy of the world," he coldly replied; 
'< and a great hierarchy, like ours, must be governed by the 
same means found successful with the different nations of 
the earth. Since you object to it, let the word conscience 
be expuifged from our vocabulary. I only used it as a mat- 
ter of habit. You understand that an equitable division of 
the spoils shall be made, and that is quite sufficient." 

'^ Quite, and now let us proceed to other matters." * 

After a conversation of considerable length, the abbot 
said, 

*^ I wish to see our fair novice, that I may give her such 
instructions as are necessary concerning her new compan- 
ion." 

With a sarcastic smile the superior arose and summoned 
Eugenia to their presence. In a few moments the graceful 
figure of Mademoiselle Altenberg darkened the doorway. 
She now wore the flowing black robe of the order, but her 
head was as yet undisfigured by the cap. Her own glitter- 
ing tresses were.wound around it, and over them flowed the 
white veil in long folds falling nearly to her feet 

This gossamer drapery formed a fitting frame-work for 
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the spiritual face that looked forth from it; fair and color- 
less as marble. Exquisitely delicate and feminine as Eu- 
genia ever had been, the new phase her character had of 
late assumed, had stamped something still more elevated 
and refined upon her features. Even the abbot felt al- 
most rebuked by this visibly presence of purity which threw 
its halo around her; and as she advanced toward him, hold- 
ing in her hand a book of devotion which she had been 
studying, he felt as if his touch would be almost sacrilege 
upon the fair fingers that held the manual. 

This feeling was but momentary, however ; he took the 
book, and clasping the little hand with more unction than 
was necessary, even to his supposed fath'erly feeling, led her 
to a seat. One of the chief elements in Eugenia's charac- 
ter was lack of suspicion ; and although the manner of her 
father confessor seemed to her unnecessarily caressing, in 
the simplicity of her own nature she attributed it to his in- 
terest in her everlasting welfare. That a man so much her 
senior, and a reverend father in the Church, regarded her 
with other feelings than those of saintly benevolence, never 
entered her guileless mind. She admired and revered him 
as a person of superior intellect and great sanctity; she, 
therefore, shrank not from the strange influence she felt he 
had established over her. Its tendency could only be for 
her good ; therefore she willingly surrendered to him the 
guidance of her thoughts and feelings. 

" Daughter," said the priest, gently, " your fair face bears 
testimony to your happiness under the protection of our 
good lady superior. Its sweet placidity seems like a visible 
blessing to all who look upon you." 

^' My soul does enjoy a peace that must be a foretaste of 
that which is promised us in our Father's kingdom," she re- 
plied ; ^^ and the good mother has indeed proved one to me." 

Her grateful glance toward the superior was rewarded 
by that lady stooping forward and pressing her lips light- 
ly upon the smooth brow of the young girl ; then, with a 
meaning glance toward her kinsman, she left the room. The 
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priest drew his chair oppodte to the one occupied by Eu- 
genia, and fixed his penetrating glance upon her : their eyes 
met, and for a moment it seemed impossible to her to with- 
draw hers from the magnetic attraction of his strangely lu- 
minous orbs. He half smiled at the effect he could so easily 
produce, and himself removed th^ influence by looking away 
from her. A slight tremor passed over her frame, like the 
&dnt breath of the evening breeze that just stirs the foliage 
and then dies away ; and the young girl felt shame at the 
remembrance of how boldly she had looked into the reverend 
Other's eyes. A deep blush dyed her pale cheeks, but soon 
faded away when she saw that he no longer looked toward 
her. He commenced in his skillfrilly modulated voice, 

" Daughter, have my teachings heea instrumental in bring- 
ing you to a true knowledge of that which is necessary to 
the eternal well-being of your soul I" 

" I truly believe they have, holy father ; and I thank you 
with all my heart for your efforts to lead me into the way 
of life." 

*' Then, my child, I ask you, in your turn, to impart to 
another that bread of life which you have found so ac- 
ceptable." 

'< Assuredly, &ther. Do you wish me to instruct in the 
school 1 I have desired to do so, that I may become useful 
to the poor little children assembled there; and also to as- 
sist in lightening the labors of the humbler sisters, who 
have the exclusive care of them ; but the superior deferred 
granting my request." 

^^That is not my meaning, daughter. The nuns in charge 
of the children have been trained to their employment, and 
understand it better than those reared in a different sphere. 
The Church of Home believes in the fitness of its agents, 
and to each one his appropriate duty is assigned." 

" Yet women seem fitted by .nature to train the young 
mind," she replied, with a smile he thought irresistible. 
He replied, 

(< True ; and the day may come, after your profession is 



THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 83 1 

maae, wh6n you may follow the bent of your own inclina- 
tions, if it still leads you to aid in instructing the children. 
At present, I prefer that your mind shall remain free from 
such cares, that it may have leisure to study and compre- 
b^id the vast and glorious scheme of Christian excellence 
developed to you in the works I have placed in your hands. 
"Since the Church has become the living lighUlthat guides 
your steps, I do not fear to place in your chargft a young 
heretic, who has just been received within these walls. I 
warn you that she is in darkness of the worst kind ; for it 
is that spiritual blindness which leads her -to believe that 
she is in the true path that leads to heaven." 

"I will do my best, holy father; and I trust the efforts 
of the faithful may prevail in bringing her over to the truth." 

'^ I doubt it not, daughter ; especially a? this young girl 
is in the deepest affliction of mind, besides suffering from 
great weakness of body. She requires tender dealing ; there- 
fore have I plaeed her under your care. Besides, I thought 
to afford you a pleasure also ; for this young girl was once 
a friend of your own." 

Eugenia's eyes brightened; her heart beat quickly, in 
spite of the calmness she had of late acquired. 

" Who is it t" she asked, in a low voice. 

" It is the niece of the Sieur de Montour, who has vainly 
tried to bring her over to his views. Our measures will be 
more judiciously taken, and will, therefore, be more likely to 
succeed. There is no wish to induce her to assume the veil, 
as that would defeat her uncle's views for her. Our only 
aim is to make her a good Catholic." 

" Do you speak of Mademoiselle Lefevre? I know of no 
other niece the Sieur de Montour has. Yet how can she 
have fallen into the hands of her. uncle t" And Eugenia 
pressed her hand upon that heart she had believed severed 
from all earthly interests, to quell its wild throbbing at this 
announcement that her best-loved friend was near her under 
such painful circumstances of constraint. The abbot re- 
garded her with intense scrutiny as he replied, 
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<< The sednsion in which you live has prevented you j^om 
hearing what passes in the world without. The father of 
Mademoiselle Lefevre is a fugitive, after destroying his char 
teau to prevent it from being longer occupied by the troops 
of the king. The Sieur de Montour took the daughter under 
his protection, and has made many efforts to prQ8el3rte her ; 
but she waafirm against such measures as he used, and he 
has sent iier to us. Persuade her, as you well know how 
to do, sweet Eugenia, and she must be won." 

The novice started, and looked hastily up. That seemed 
a strange phrase for a holy &ther in the Church to use to 
her, and sounded discordantly to the spirit tuned to holy 
harmonies. He read the effect of his momentary foigetful* 
ness, and added, in his most saintly manner, 

<<My good daughter, in your hands I leave the spiritual 
wel&re of this poor, misguided one, with the assurance, in 
my own mind, that if human agency can restore her to the 
right, yours will carry with it the blessing of Heaven. Let 
us conclude our interview, as usual, by confession." 

Reassured, and ashamed of her momentary doubt, Evge- 
nia knelt humbly before him, and, casting her eyes in peni- 
tence upon the floor, commenced laying haie the impulses 
and emotions of her own heart. Destitute of incident as 
her daily life was, there was nothing else to be^revealed ; 
and thus the priest held in his hand the clew to every im- 
pulse of that inner life he was so anxious to influence. 

The desire to try one more experiment in his magnetic 
art seized upon him with such power, as he looked down 
on the bowed face, that it would not be denied. He raised 
his hand, and suffered it slowly to descend^upon her fore- 
head, as in an attitude of benediction. She seemed to shrink 
slightly, and he felt the quickened motion of the veins that 
thrilled beneath his touch. Gradually her words came more 
slowly, and with imperfect utterance. His eagle glance was 
fixed upon the drooping lids, which fell heavier and heavier 
over the closing eyes, and her oppressed breathing showed 
that she had passed into that strange state of somnambu- 
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lism which one human being often haa the power of pro- 
ducing in another. 

This was the triumph long sought Assured of this pow- 
er over her, she could never escape from him, struggle as she 
might ; and his heart beat with a wild exultation never be-^ 
fore felt amidst all the excitements of his career. 

He lifted her from the floor, and placed he^ in a chair 
with a high carved back that supported her head. He 
gazed upon her inanimate features with that expression of 
deep int^^st he dared not permit her to behold. He knelt 
before h^, and pressed her hands to his lips and heart with 
passionate fervor. Then the temptation to snatch one kiss 
from her half-parted lips, before he restored her to her usual 
condition, seemed irresistible: he arose, and bent over her 
for that purpose ; but the tremulous motion of her eyelids 
warned him that consciousness was returning. 

At the same instant a step outside the door was heard, 
and as the superior entered, Eugenia sat up perfectly freed 
from the incomprehendble trance into which she had been 
thrown. She looked bewildered, and, pressing her hand 
upon her brow, asked, 

<<How came I heret A moment since I was kneeling 
at confession^ and now I find myself sitting here." 

" DaugWer," replied the priest, gravely, " a holy trance 
came over you while you spoke to me. An angel, no doubt, 
was floating above your head, for I thought I beheld the 
glory reflected 'from his pinions glimi^ering around you. 
Doubtless you, are one set apart for a peculiar and a high 
destiny. Follow in the path you have entered on, and the 
Virgin will givf her choicest blessings to the most highly 
^Eivored of her votaries." 

Eugenia bowed reverently, and the abbot, with a gesture 
of benediction, dismissed her. She walked from the room as 
one still in a dream, and as the door closed on her retiring 
form the superior said, 

"Antoine, such deception toward that poor credulous 
child almost awakens a conscience even in me. It is 
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gbameful — ^ii is fiend-like, to act thus toward one who con- 
fides so implicitly in you. I know very well that you have 
been practicing on her that black art learned from the Ital- 
ian physician ; and she is not the first poor victim who has 
been led to believe herself inspired of Heaven, when the evil 
of the Inferno itself was the influence at work." 

^^ Let nol^our indignation boil over for so simple a prov- 
ocation, ttadame," replied the priest, with assumed dignity. 
<^ I, at least, have never before used this art against one of 
your sex. Now it will be an efficient weapon in my hands, 
and I was simply testing the extent of my power. I am 
satisfied that I can wield it at my own will, and for the pres- 
ent I seek no more." 

He bowed coldly, and withdrew. 

In the mean time Eugenia sought her own apartment, to 
reflect in solitude on the strange experience of the last hour. 
She dared not doubt the words of her confessor ; but for 
the first time there was a strange emotion of repulsion 
toward him, for which she could not account. She was 
aroused to the consciousness that, while present with her, 
his spirit ruled hers in some unfathomable manner ; but he 
was as yet far from becoming absolute master, for, so soon 
as the influence was removed, her own individuality resumed 
its sway; an intuitive consciousness that evil had been pres- 
ent with her entered her soul, and she wept bitterly at this 
first faint glimmer of the truth. Perfect trust was the pre- 
dominating trait ii^her character, and it had been so de- 
lightful to believe that the people by whom she was now 
surrounded were free from the ordinary firailties of earth ; 
that they walked before Grod with sincere hearts and irre* 
proachable lives. 

While she thus sat absorbed in painful emotion, Sister 
Angela came in, and manifested deep sympathy for the con- 
dition in which she found her. Her artful questions soon 
drew from the young novice all that was passing in her 
mind, and she hastened to reassure her, and soothe her agi- 
tated spirits. A devout believer in miracles herself, the 
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nmi deemed it sacrilege to mistrust the assertion of the 
abbot; and she assured Eugenia that without doubt she 
was a chosen vessel of grace, and the Holy Virgin had given 
her this manifestation of peculiar love to induce her to be- 
come one of the sdsterhood at as early a day as possible ; 
thus availing herself of this opportunity to hurry forward 
MademoiseUe Altenberg's profession, in obedience to the 
commands of the abbot, who had promised an extension of 
privileges to the convent on that occasion. 

Eugenia was very young, and easily influenced ; so she 
wiped her tears away, and suffered her thoughts to revert 
to their late channd. She remembered the commission 
given her by the priest^ and asked, 

<' Where shall I find Mademoiselle Lefevret The holy 
father has granted me permission to be with her, and at- 
tend to her in her illness." 

Sister Angela opened the door communicating with the 
next apartment, and said, 

^riTou will find her here ; but she sleeps heavily, from the 
^opiate it was necessary to give her. The poor diild looked 
^nearly deranged by grief when they brought her here this 
morning." 

Eugenia drew near the bed, and looked down on the 
worn and pallid face of her friend. It was greatly changed 
since she had last beheld it; and the impress of bitter 
anguish, still upon the sleeping features, struck her as ex- 
pressing the most intense grief she had ever beheld. This 
was not strange, for the last vision that flitted before the 
tortured mind of the hapless girl was that of him she loved 
wrapped in a winding-sheet of flame. 

Eugenia felt thankful that to her had been delegated the 
privilege of consoling her ; and after the nun left her, she 
sat quietly beside the couch, recalling the past, and dream- 
ing over scenes she had lately thought could never again 
arouse more than a passing interest in her memory. The 
image of Gerauld arose before her, and her conscience smote 
her for her late letter to him, coming, as it must have done. 
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as another blow, so soon afiber the min and dispersion of his 
family became known to him. She grieved for the disap- 
pointment of one who had loved her well, but she still 
thought her course had been best for her own individual 
happiness and well-being in the future. 

Feeling that such meditati<ms were profitless, and, in her 
position, might be sinful, she i^n had recourse to her book. 
It was one compiled expressly for the use of persons who 
had been educated where the simple and pure truths of re- 
ligion had gained an influence over them, and in it there 
was to be found little of the Bomish superstition, or dou- 
ble-dealing with which papists have always, been charged. 
There was sophism in abundance, but disguised in such a 
form as to elude any but a practiced mind, which had been 
trained to detect every subtlety and refute it. 

Eugenia had been instructed to pray for faith to believe 
in this work, that it might have its perfect influence on her 
mind; and she now studied it devoutly, hoping that her 
wandering thoughts and faintly-aroused fears would be set 
at rest by its teachings. The hours passed slowly away : she 
was summoned to refection, and left Irene still heavily sleep- 
ing. The superior detained her, after the meal was over, 
to practice some music with her; and once within her apart- 
ment, she kept her there until the evening was partly spent. 

With brightened spirits the young novice returned to her 
friend. She found Irene just arousing herself from her 
heavy slumbers. At flrst she did not recognize Eugenia in 
the dress she wore. When she did, she clasped her hands 
and wept, with the sorrowful abandonment of a person who 
has lost all control over her emotions. 

"My darling Irene," murmured Eugenia, "how deeply 
yon must have suflered to reduce you to this! It breaks 
my heart to see you so afllicted." 

When Irene could speak^ she said, 

" And our last meeting v^as so unlike this ! Oh ! Eu- 
genia, I am like the dove sent forth from the ark thal^never 
returned to it." 
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^< Here, at least, my dear girl, hare jou found an ark of 
refiige, where peace may again be jours," said the gentle 
voice of the consoler. 

"Here? In the life of a nun ! Never! I can die; but 
this living death would be intolerable to me. Eugenia, how 
can you wear that dress, when you — Oh ! my poor broth- 
er, doomed, like your unhappy sister, to wretchedness," and 
she covered her face with her hands, and seemed struggling 
to acquire control over herself. 

Much disturbed by this reproach, Eugenia sat down be- 
side her, and, after reflecting a moment, replied, 

"Do not wrong me, Irene, and lose the confidence in 
me you once had. In embracing the destiny for which I 
am now preparing myself, I have been actuated only by the 
purest motives. Gerauld understands them, for I have been 
permitted to write to him and explain my feelings." 

" He knows, then, into what a fatal snare you have fallen t 
Poor Gerauld I the future evil to you, Eugenia, will weigh 
with him even more than his own disappointment. He 
must feel, as I do, that you are acting under a j&tal delu* 
sion that must — ^" 

" Irene," interrupted her companion, " I must not listen 
to you if you speak thus. Tell me, my dear girl, something 
of yourself. I would learn all that has befallen you since 
we last met." 

Irene sadly replied, 

" Every thing that can crush life and hope out of a hu- 
man heart; and I sometimes wonder how mine can still 
continue to beat, with the load of anguish that rests upon 
it. Eugenia, when last we met, I had parents, a home, 
hope for the future. Now you see me stripped of alL My 
mother fell a victim to the hourly persecutions we endured ; 
my father, in a fit of frenzied indignation, with his own 
hand, gave to the flames the roof that was so dear to him, 
and then fled. A few hours before this act, he gave my 
hand, clandestinely to Claude Chastain, to whom, you are 
aware, I have been long betrothed. We separated immedi* 

P 
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ately after the ceremonj. I' was seized on, and convejed 
to the Chateau de Montour by the commands of my uncle. 
Once Claude saw me there a few moments ; and last night 
I was taken from my sick-bed and conveyed to the hall of 
condemnation in the Dominican Convent There I found 
myself in the presence of three inquisitors, who were sitting 
in judgment on him to whom my uncle knew me to b^f^ 
deeply' attached, though he was not aware of our union 
until we proclaimed it at the moment of meeting. Oh! 
Eugenia, such a heart-rending meeting as it was ! Those 
cruel men had brought us there, face to face, to make the 
love we have for each other a snare to us." 

She paused, overwhelmed by the recollections that forced 
themselves upon her. Eugenia was deeply moved. Irene 
struggled against her anguish, and in a feeble voice went 
on, 

"They offered us life, love, fortune, to relinquish our 
own faith, and only conform outwardly to the Papal Church ; 
but my noble Claude, upheld by a strength bestowed on 
him by Him in whom we believe, refused. And I — although 
my spirit seemed ready to leave my body — ^I felt that he 
was right. Then they read that awful sentences-condem- 
nation to the auto dafe; and offered me — ^me, his own in 
heart and soul, his life if I would abjure." 

"And you surely could not refuse to save his life, when 
the alfemative was yours? . Oh! Irene, would that not 
have been cruel fanaticism ? God looks only on the heart, 
and cares not for the form in which the devotee may offer 
worship to him." 

Irene sat up before her, looking wild and excited, 

" I know not what I might have been tempted to do to 
purchase the life that is so precious to me ; but Claude 
himself came to my rescue. He refused to accept life on 
such terms. I have only a confused memory of all that fol- 
lowed, until I awoke here and found you beside me. I 
have a vague memory that the priest spoke kindly to me as 
he came along ; but if they destroy him — ^if they give him 
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over to that cruel death, all their kindness will avail me 
nothing — I shall die or go mad." 

Eugenia endeavored to soothe the excitement of her mind 
hy gentle and empathizing words. Irene listened vaguely, 
for her mental suffering was, as yet, too great to permit 
consolation to enter her soul. Delicate food was brought 
ib her, but she turned from it with loathing ; her glittering 
eyes and flushed cheeks showed that fever had returned, and 
she moaned and muttered such words as moved the heart 
of the listener to its inmost depths. Eugenia at lAigth 
took the burning hand of the sick ^rl in both her own, 
and said, 

^< listen to me, Irene, and I may have power to console 
you. The prerogative of the Church is justice, and that 
has been awarded to Claude Chastain for leaving the faith 
in which he was educated. It is not for us to question the 
things that have been settled by the wisdom of men distin* 
guished as much for piety as for learning ; it is simply our 
duty to submit. But there is also a principle of mercy, 
which may be successfully appealed to. I promise you to 
intercede with the abbot, who is my confessor, in favor of 
Claude. On the occasion of my profession as a nun, I am 
certain he will grant me the favor I may desire to ask. I 
will then petition for the life that is so dear to you." 

" Can you, indeed, do this ? Tet, my poor friex^, the 
price you will pay for it is a heavy one." 

" I do not think so ; on the contrary, it is my desire to 
shorten the term of my probation. My dear Irene, I hope 
yet to bring you to see the beauty of this august faith, which 
has stood through so many ages." 

"Save Claude," murmured Irene, " and I will admit that 
a deed of mercy may be done in its name, as an ofiset to the 
sea of blood and tears it has caused to flow." 

Eugenia made no farther reply, for in the present state of 
her friend's mind she saw it would be quite useless. She 
administered a composing draught, and Irene fell into a 
broken slumber, from which, at moments, she started with 
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wild wordSy which revealed that even in sleep Chastain's 
cruel doom was constantly before her. 

This interview had not, as both supposed, been private. 
Every word uttered by the two was noted down by one of 
the sisters deputed to act the part of spy on those who 
were thus thrown together. At the head of Irene's couch 
a recess was built, which opened into the apartment be- 
yond; in the wall of her room were several skillfully-con- 
cealed apertures, which conducted sound from within with 
perf<M accuracy to the ear applied to them. In this recess 
the spy was concealed and the record made; after being 
first submitted to the superior, it was by her transmitted to 
the abbot By this means they ascertained how £u* they 
might trust Eugenia, and they could at any moment remove 
her from the influence of Irene, if it promised to endanger 
the principles they had been at such pains to instill into her 
mind. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

The news of the revocation of the Edict of Nantes reach- 
ed Nismes, and was celebrated by the Papists with exulta- 
tion as the final blow to the heresy they were resolved to 
extirpate. The bells of the different churches rang out a 
joyous peal during the whole day, and congratulations were 
mutually offered by the priests and the people of the dom- 
inant religion. 

The privileges granted by this edict had been gradually 
wrested from the Huguenots, under frivolous and cruel pre- 
texts, until a mere shadow of those granted them by Henry 
rV. remained. This last wave of despotism swept that 
away, and left them entirely at the mercy of their perse- 
cutors. A royal decree had already abolished the schools 
and colleges of the Beformers, and destroyed many of their 
temples of worship ; now the annihilation of the kitter was 
to be completed. The first article in the act of revocation 
suppresses every protective edict, and ordains that all the 
places of worship belonging to the Huguenots, which were 
still found standing in the kingdom, should be immediately 
demolished. The ministers serving in them were ordered to 
leave the country within fifteen days after the publication of 
the edict, under the penalty of being sent to the galleys. 

AU persons who had fled from the country were com- 
manded to return within four months, or suffer the loss of 
' their estates by confiscation ; and all Protestant subjects 
were forbidden to depart out of the realm, or convey away 
their effects, under pain of the galleys for the men, and con- 
fiscation of goods and money for the women. Such was the 
tender mercy of the King of France toward thoutands of his 
most loyal and indi\strious subjects ; and such an exodus as 



342 THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 

followed the prodamatioi^ of this crael document has never 
been witnessed since the days of the Hebrew flight from 
Egypt. 

Although the frontiers were guarded, and the utmost se- 
verity was shown to the unfortunates who fell into the hands 
of the dragoons, thousands fled — ^many leaving all they pos- 
sessed behind them ; others, more far-seeing, had managed 
to provide some resources for this long-dreaded emergency, 
. and carried with them a tithe of their possessions ; but fa- 
therland, the ties of home, were unhesitatingly sacrificed be- 
fore they would return to the Church of Kome. 

On the evening of this festive day the abbot walked on 
the terrace of the Chateau de Montour, in earnest conversa- 
tion with its master. The latter said, with stem exulta- 
tion, 

"This has indeed been a glorious day for our beloved 
land. That blot on the memory of Henry IV. is expunged 
at last, and the power given to God's holy Church to sweep 
away the last vestige of heresy fit>m our highly-favored 
country. Eureka ! the battle is won, and the faithful tri- 
umphant I" 

The priest ground his heel upon the stones beneath it, as 
he replied, 

" Yes, it is done at last, and I will crush and destroy the 
miserable heretics with a more iron power than I have hith- 
erto exercised, though I have done some good service to the 
cause. With my efficient aid, D'Aguesseau has reported 
many thousand conversions in the last six months, and he 
will soon have many more to swell the list. Ha! ha! it 
makes me laugh to think of the miserable creatures, who 
had not courage to face ruin and death sooner than become 
apostate to that faith they boast of as so much purer than 
ours. Poor wretches ! they come to mass so reluctantly ; 
they feel that they are acting a lie before man and God, and 
dread that, like Esau, they have bartered their birth-right for 
a mess of pdttage." 

De Montour regarded the speaker with surprise. « You 



THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 843 

fiurely believei &ther| that all^ those persons who have re- 
entered the Church must eventuallj he saved, it matters not 
what motive actuated them ? Has not the universal Mother 
the power Jo save even her lukewarm children?" 

'< Assuredly, for the Pope has power to remit a^ sin ; and 
he offers plenary indulgence and pardon to those who ab- 
jure their errors and return to our communion. But if the 
converted heretic still doubts the delegation of that sublime 
power to his Holiness^ he is not happy in his new position; 
and that nearly all of them still refuse in their hearts to be- 
lieve this dogma I have had flufficient proof. It does not 
matter much, however ; their diildren pass under our influ- 
ence, and in the next generation the wish of his miyesty will 
be fulfilled — ^there will be but one Churdi and one Shep- 
herd." 

" Amen I so be it. Now let us talk of what immediatdy 
concerns one of these miserable creatures — ^my kinsman, Le- 
fevre. His health fails him in this imprisonment ; besides, 
I begin to fear he has gained some influence over my chap- 
lain, which I do not like. I wish him to be sent secretly to 
the galleys, and you promised me the means of so doing." 

'< I will fulfill my promise ; .and I have thought of a rare 
plan to prevent him from surmising that his being tran8- 
ferred to the galleys was either your work or mine." 

'< How ? I am impatient to learn what it can be." 

<' Listen, and you shall be enlightened. In consequence 
of the mandate to abolish the temples of the Huguenots, I 
shall issue an order for the destruction of the one lyhich 
stands among the Black Mountains, about ten miles hence. 
It has been spared thus long because it had some peculiar 
privileges guaranteed to it, which the Due de Noaillei^ would 
not permit to be inMnged ; and as he has authority supe- 
rior to that of. my ally, D' Aguesseau, we have been com- 
pelled to wait until now. The day and hour of its destruction 
will be stated, and hundreds of these fiuiatical Huguenots 
will be sure to crowd thei-e, at every hazard to themselves, 
to see the work done. If a minister of their faith dares to 



344 THE HUOmSNOT EXILES. 

appear among them, I will cause him to be seized, and 
ofiered up as a ssu^rifice to the expiring cause for which he 
has so vainly labored. On the evening before that day, re- 
lease Lefevre; cause him to be placed under the guidance 
of those who will lead him to that temple ; let him be told 
what is to take place there, and, my life on it, he will re- 
main to witness its destruction, even if he is sure to meet 
his own doom amidst its ruins. Your emissaries can still 
remain near him, and in the confusion, hurry him away to 
Marseilles, where the order they will bear with them f<Mr 
placing him among the miserable wretches who man the 
galleys will insure his safe-keeping. Once under that dis- 
cipline and he will not trouble you long. His son, should 
he return to seek him, will not be able to find his name 
upon the list of the condemned, and the simple number 
which designates the galley-slave will furnish no dew to his 
place of detention." 

" Excellently contrived," was the calm reply. « I will 
put things in train to accomplish your plan. I will myself 
be present at the destruction of this temple ; for it has long 
been a grief to me that it should be permitted to stan^ 
while the teachings difiused from it were the means of mis- 
leading so many precious souls. Lefevre deserves no leni- 
ency at our hands ; for he refuses even to listen to the holy 
revelations of the Church. 

"Tell me, father, how does my niece progress? She has 
now been several weeks with the sisters, and I trust she 
b^ns to show some leaning toward the truth at last." 

*^ I can not say that she has. Mademoiselle Lefevre seems 
to suffer so deeply in her mind, as the time for the execu- 
tion of her lover draws near, that she turns a dull ear to the 
arguments addressed to her. The young sister in whose 
chaise the superior has placed her has not lost all hope of 
winning her over. At all events, we must have patience 
with her until her mind is more at peace with itself." 

An expression of vindictive anger passed over the feat- 
ures of the Sieur de Montour, and he harshly said, 
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^^ Bemove Chastain firom her path ; when his fate is con- 
smnmated, and the passion of grief that must follow is over, 
Irene may be induced to listen to reason. How long will 
it be before he will undergo his righteous sentence t" 

*^ln one more week our preparations for a magnificent 
celebration in honor of the event which has just taken place 
will be completed. On the day set apart for it, a solemn Te 
Deum will be chanted in the Church in commemoration of 
this great triumph ; the holy brotherhood will proceed from 
the altar in their robes of ceremony, in procession, to the 
public square ; and surround the funeral pyre on which the 
heretics Laval and Chastain are to sufier. A third one will, 
I trust, be added in the person of a noted pastor of the 
desert, who, I have learned, will probably be present at the 
destruction of the Huguenot temple. If so, his doom is 
sealed."' 

^' Right; let destruction overtake him who goes about 
sowing the seed of rebellion against the only true faith." 

^< On the evening of the same day a ceremouy of a most 
interesting character will take place at the Convent of the 
Sisters of Mercy. Mademoiselle Altenberg, on that occa- 
sion, abjures the world, and takes the religious vows which 
bind her to a conventual life. It grows late, my son, and 
I must return to the city. You will need a £ftithful agent 
in this affair of Lefevre, and I will send Ferron to you to 
make such arrangements as are necessaiy; though he must 
not be seen by your prisoner. You are aware that he was 
the betrayer of the refugees in the cavern ; and I find him 
so useful that I have kept him in my emplo3rment ever since. 
Confide to him what you wish done, and it will be accom- 
plished. Benedicite my son." 

De Montour reverently received the benediction, and the 
priest mounted the well-trained and elegantly caparisoned 
mule on which he sometimes rambled through the country, 
and slowly descended the road. 

For the second time since M. Lefevre had been beneath 
his roof, the Sieur de Montour sought his cell. He tapped 

P2 
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lightly on the door, but no vmce bade him entec, and he 
opened it without farther ceremony. Autumn was now far 
advanced, and the chilling dampness that met him caused 
him to shiver with cold. There was no means of keeping 
a fire in the miserable place, even if he would have permit- 
ted such an indulgence ; and lying upon the wretched bed 
wrapped in the coverlet, to keep vital warmth in his body, 
was M. Lefevre, in a seeming stupor. His once healthy 
complexion had assumed a sallow hue, and his features were 
sunken and wasted. 

^' If I keep him here much longer he wiU die on my 
hands," was the thought that passed through the mind of 
his jailer. To arouse him, he threw down a chair, and at 
the noise the prisoner unclosed his eyes, and feebly asked, 

"Who is there!" 

"It is I, Lefevre. Gather your senses together, for I 
have something of importance to say to you." 

M. Lefevre slowly raised himself, and sat erect, as he said, 

" Excuse me for remaining upon the bed ; the cold stones 
of the floor give me the rheumatism in my feet ; and I am 
compelled to spend the most of my time here." 

" You are very excusable. I only cftme hither to inform 
you that I am about to make arrangements for your release. 
I find you are resolute to adhere to your heresies, and I am 
weaiy of efforts that produce no result. The king has is- 
sued an edict commanding all Huguenot ministers to leave 
the country vdthin fifteen days. I am aware that you have 
assumed that absurd calling, and sundry motives have in- 
duced me to give you a chance to escape before the time 
named in the edict has elapsed. Understand, however, that 
if you are found in France after the period named, and nine 
days are already gone, you will be seized and sent to the 
galleys." 

A gleam of something like hope passed over the wan 
features of the prisoner ; he raised his clasped hands, and 
devoutly said, 

" Lord, I thank thee for this mercy to thy servant. Then 
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tuming to De Montour, he continued : " I know not what 
has moved jour heart of stone in my &iTor, unless it is by 
some special interposition of Providence. I accept the means 
of escape opened to me, uncertain as they are. But tell me, 
before I leave, may I not once more behold and speak with 
my daughter f* 

^' Irene is no longer under my protection/* was the cold 
reply. 

" Where, ihen, is she ? What has become of my helpless 
child r 

'^ She is safe. Badly as you may think of me, I should 
not permit harm to come to her." 

" But what have you done with her ? Whither have you 
removed her f urged the anxious father. 

'^ like yourself, Irene proved intractable in her religious 
opinions, and, for better instruction, I have placed her with 
the Sisters of Mercy. But I have no intention of forcing 
her to take the veU. I prefer giving her to a husband of her 
own station." 

M. Lefevre sighed heavily. He replied, 

" That fortunately is beyond your power : a barrier exists 
which must ©ad your hopes there." 

"Not so effectually as you may suppose. I am aware 
that an illegal ceremony of marriage was performed between 
her and Claude Chastain. But that tie, feeble as it is, will 
soon be broken ; for he dies in another week, and my niece 
wiU be free to become Madame Delmont.'* 

" Dies !" exclaimed M. Lefevre. " Unfortunate youth, 
have my instructions brought you to this !" 

" Very likely," was the unmoved response ; " for he is a 
heretic after your own pattern. Life, pardon, every thing, 
was offered him to reclaim him from his errors, but he re- 
fused them all ; and when Irene might herself have saved 
him by mere conformity, she too was immovable." 

An expression of joy diffused itself over the features of 
the prisoner, and he fervently exclaimed, 

" Thank Gk>d ! thank God ! that they were found faithful 
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amidst such a triaL Since Chastain must die, those who 
love him will have the consolation of knowing that a mer- 
dfiil Saviour will receive so faithful a sen^ant at once into 
Paradise. But ih there no hope? Will the priests really 
sacrifice so noble a youth to his adherence to the principles 
he has avowed 1" 

" They will assuredly do so. A recreant to the faith of 
his fathers — a renegade unworthy to be called a son of 
Mother Church — ^let him perish in his obstinacy I" 

As he arose to go, he added, 

<'A few nights hence you will be liberated, and placed 
under the guidance of a trusty servant, who will conduct 
you to the Huguenot temple, known among them as the 
valley church. You know the place well, and from there 
can doubtless find means to leave the country." 

" If I am unmolested, I can easily find my way from that 
point. This may be only a new snare contrived for me by 
my enemies; but I will risk any thing to escape from this 
wearing captivity, which is slowly consuming my life. 
Adieu ! De Montour, and may a God of justice judge be- 
tween you and me." 

" I am willing to abide by His decision," replied the other 
proudly, as he opened the door and passed from the cell. 

M. Lefevre remained in a state of excitement in the pros- . 
pect of liberation from a confinement which had become al- 
most unendurable, Hope revived once more, and, in spite 
of the unpromising aspect of the future he trusted to the 
mercy of Heaven again to reunite him to his children in 
peace and safety. He spent the intervening days in a state 
of tremulous anxiety, lest the caprice of De Montour should 
lead him to change his mind as to his liberation. 

On the second night after their interview, the priscHier 
was furnished ynth a suit of dark coarse clothing, and a 
heavy overcoat to protect him from the chilling air. He 
was then taken to the entrance of the chateau, where a 
I^ule awaited him, and also two men mounted on animals 
of the same kind. Without exchanging a word with him, 
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he was assisted to mount, and the three descended the wind- 
ing road that led to the country .below. 

For himself^ M. Lefevre had no desire to talk : to breathe 
the free air of heaven once more ; to feel that he was re- 
leased from the power of one who hated him, was sufficient 
for the present ; and earnest and heartfelt were his thanks 
for the mercy which had opened to him a prospect of de- 
liverance. 

The night was clear, and lighted by a brilliant autumn 
moon. The sure-footed animals picked their way with un- 
erring precision over the rough road, and, after traveling 
through the valley about two miles, they again ascended 
among the Black Mountains. They passed through many 
a gorge of romantic beauty, and, after a ride of two hours, 
reached the opening of a shieltered vale girdled by mount- 
ain peaks, whose lofty tops were already white with snow. 

Protected from the keen north winds, the .valley yet wore 
its garniture of green, and the forest trees still retained 
their brilliant autumn foliage. It was past midnight when 
they entered this secluded spot, and the Queen of Night cast 
long oblique lines of silvery light into the quiet vale, in the 
centre of which stood a simple temple, dedicated to the serv- 
ice of God by those who were not permitted to raise their 
houses of worship in the cities of the land. Few of the 
graces of architecture were lavislied upon it, and the struc- 
ture arose in graceful simplicity amidst the forest trees which 
had been left standing around it. Its proportions were ac- 
* curate, and the white walls gleamed through the masses of 
foliage as a beacon of hope to many weaiy hearts which had 
sought in vain amidst the gorgeous splendor of the Romish 
Chruch for one true hope, or noble aspiration for the future. 
A slender spire rose above it, surmounted by a hand point- 
ing heavenward. A short flight of steps led into the vestibule 
of the temple, and in front of these the party dismounted. 

For the first time one of the men addressed M. Lefevre : 

" I was commanded to bring you to this spot, and leave 
you to find your way to the sea. You will doubtless be 
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able to escape by some passing boat, and,. to enable you to 
do so, the Sieur de Montour commanded me to give you thi§ 
purse at the moment of parting." 

M. Lefevre motioned the offering away : 

^' Keep your gold, friend. It can be of littk-use to me ; 
now I am free, I can find those who wiU aid me, ' without 
money and without price,' to escape firom this wretched 
country. Many of my brethren are scattered about here, 
and they will not refuse me the assistance they may soon 
need themselves." 

'< As you please, monsieur ; but I would not advise you 
to linger near this spot, for to-morrow this valley will be 
crowded with excited thousands — some to destroy and exult, 
others to bewail the loss they will never be permitted to re- 
pair. Among the crowd you would be sure to be recognized, 
and the next time you are taken your imprisonment will be 
more severe than that you have just left." 

M. Lefevre sat down on the steps quite overcome by this 
announcement. He asked, 

"Who has authorized this last outrage*?" 

" Who should do so but the king ? The edict that pro- 
tected the accursed heretics is at last revoked, and we are 
to make short work with the temples and those that wor- 
ship in them. Every house is to be demolished without 
loss of time, and orders have been issued for the destruc- 
tion of this one to-morrow." 

The listener groaned in spirit over this announcement, 
but he made no reply. The man went on : 

" Having now fulfilled my orders, monsieur, I must leave 
you here, and return to the chateau." 

He made a slight salutation, which was copied by his si- 
lent companion, and the two rode away. After gaining 
the shelter of a clump of trees several hundred yards dis- 
tant, they checked their mules, and the one who had not 
hitherto spoken dismounted. He briefly said, 

"Take back my mule, Baptiste, for I shall not need 
him, and report yourself to the Sieur de Montour. I must 
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keep this old heretic in sight, Imd make sure that he does 
not really escape." 

Ferron, for he it was, so careftdly disguised as to defy 
detection, returned by a circuitous path to the church, and 
peered around to see where M. Lefevre was. He found 
him kneeling on the steps, praying audihly for the wel&re 
of his persecuted brethren ; the bigot removed from his vi- 
cinity, and, takiilg out his rosary, b^an to say over the 
aves to the Virgin, dividing his attention between his devo- 
tions and the proceedings of his charge. 

At length M. Lefevre arose, remounted his mule, and 
went slowly and disconsolately upon his weary way. About 
a mile from the church was the cottage of a shepherd of 
his own faith ; and there the wanderer knew he would be 
welcomed, and such aid afforded him as would enable him 
to reach the sea-side in safety. 

Absorbed in 4>ainful thought, he did not once lo<^ back- 
ward, and the prowling form that tracked his ste|^ needed 
not the care he took to keep in the shadow of the hills. 
At length the path wound upward to the door of an hum- 
ble alpine cottage, consisting of two roughly-built rooms, 
formed by piling stones on each other and cementing them 
with mud. The roof was thatched with straw, and the 
rough structure was completely covered with a wild forest 
creeper, which wound its verdant tendrils over the jagged 
sur&ice, concealing deformity and imparting beauty. 

A rap on the door brought the shepherd to it ; but, be- 
fore opening to his visitor, he cautiously asked who demand- 
ed admittance. M. Lefevre had na sooner pronounced his 
name than the door was unclosed, and, with many expres- 
sions of welcome, the shepherd came forth to assist him to 
dismount. He said, 

"The story went, monsieur, that you had escaped; then 
it was said the priests had you in prison ; but blessed be 
God that I see you once more free. There is one within 
who has just been asking me after you, and he v^ill be joy- 
ful to see you." 
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"Who is it, Guerant M7 heart will welcome the sight 
of any friend." 

" Come in and see for yourself, monsieur ; for this good 
man is a sight worth seeing at any time, I can tell you." 

M. Lefevre followed him across the outer apartment, and 
uttered an exclamation of surprise as he met M. Lecroix 
on the threshold of the inner one. They embraced each 
other cordially, and then. entered the chamber of the pastor 
to hold communion on all that had be&Uen them since they 
last parted. 

M. Lefevre heard with emotion of the visit of his son to 
Amsterdam, and his intention of returning immediately to 
Languedoc. On the day a^r his interview with Crerauld, 
K. Lecroix had set out on his pilgrimage to the scene of his 
labors. Hearing of the decree which commanded the de- 
struction of the valley church, he was resolved to be pres- 
ent, and, before the sacril^e was completed, to read to his 
people a pastoral letter with which he had been charged by 
the ministers who had been compelled to find safety in flight, 
and in a foreign land hold meetings for the purpose of ex- 
pressing their entire sympathy with their suffering brethren. 

After a long conversation, M. Lefevre said, 

" I am strangely moved to remain until after to-morrow, 
dangerous to my liberty as it may be to do so. Gerauld has 
had sufficient time to reach Nismes, and if he is near enough 
to come, the news of the destruction of the church will sure- 
ly draw him thither. We may meet there, and how my 
heart yearns for that meeting no soul can comprehend that 
has not been tried as mine has been. Besides, it seems to 
me that, as a pastor of this persecuted sect, I should re« 
main, and assist in performing the last services that may be 
held in our desecrated temple." 

" My friend, it will be a great risk ; for the dragoons will 
be there in force to execute the mandate, and the priests to 
exult in the destruction they have at length accomplished. 
You vnll surely be recognized, and the result may be fatal 
to you." 
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" And to you also," replied M. Lefevre. " The danger 
is equally great to both of us. The priests have long been 
exasperated against you, and if you &11 into their power 
they will never permit you to escape." 

« <My help cometh even fix)m the Lord, who hath made 
heaven and earth ; if it seemeth good unto him,. He will 
bring me out of darkness, and out of the shadow of death, 
and break my bonds in sunder.' With this faith in my 
soul, I go upon my appointed path ; for the sworn servant 
of God should never shrink from his duty." 

" Such also is my belief I, too, have assumed the sacred 
duties of the pastor, and to-morrow I will accompany you, 
strong in my faith that God can protect his own ; for it is 
said, * The Lord will not fail his people.' " 

The persuasions of M. Lecroix could not move him from 
this determination, and after offering up prayers for their 
scattered and desolate people, the two endeavored to obtain 
a few hours of repose as a preparation for the eventful day 
that approached. 
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CHAPTEB XXm. 

The day dawned dear and tranquil Nature bore upon 
her serene face no premonition of the sacrilegious violence 
about to be committed. The birds caroled their morning 
songs amidst the grove that surrounded the valley church, 
in happy unconsciousness that their peaceful home was 
about to be desecrated by armed men bent on an errand of 
wrong and violence. 

At an early hour groups of dejected women and angiy- 
looking men b^an to gather in the valley ; they continued 
to increase in numbers, until not only the church, but the 
grove around it, was filled with the afflicted Huguenots. 
On hearing that their last temple in the vicinity of Nismes 
was to be destroyed, they had collected from every direc- 
tion, in the hope that, by showing their numbers, th^ 
might intimidate their ruthless persecutors. 

By nine o'clock many hundreds had assembled, and they 
anxiously awaited the appearance of some minister of their 
£sdth to conduct the last services which would ever be per- 
formed in their beloved temple. There was no certainty 
that one would arrive, for the pastors of the desert were 
scattered far and wide, and the news of the intended vio- 
lence might not have reached one in time to permit him to 
gain the scene of action. 

In such an event one of the lay members must officiate, 
and the voice of praise be once more heard in those walls 
before the wail of lamentation arose over their down&ll. 
Suddenly a murmur of rejoicing and congratulation spread 
from group to group, and one, who was known to all pres- 
ent as a &ithful servant of God, was seen slowly advancing 
among them, accompanied by a gray-haired man, in whom 
many of them also recognized M. Lefevre. . 
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Their hands were silenilj gra^)ed, and a way was opened 
for them to the door of the church. As he entered, M. Le« 
croix reverently lifted his cap, and repeated those grandly 
solemn words which ring as an anthem in the soul, 

<< <The Lord is in his holy temple, let all the earth keep 
silence before him.' " 

Every portion of the house was (»x)wded, but free pas* 
sage to the altar was instantly afforded him and his com- 
panion. Together they entered the pulpit^ and the pastor 
presented M. Lefevre to the assembled Huguenots in his 
lately assumed character. He then opened the service by 
reading the one hundred and thirty-seventh psalm from a 
small pocket Bible he brought with him. Then M. Lefevre 
commenced a hymn well known to all present ; the strain 
was taken up by those without, and it swelled in waves 
of sound, echoed back from the hillsides, until the whole 
welkin seemed to ring with the song of praise. After pray- 
ing, M. Lecroix read a portion of the seventy-seventh psalm 
as a text appropriate to this sad occasion. "Will the Lord 
absent himself forever*? and will he be no more entreated!" 
" Thy way, oh God ! is holy ; who is so great a Grod as our 
God?" 

From these words he delivered to them a brief and touch- 
ing address whidi all present remembered to their dying 
day, as the last testimony of the devoted martyr to the 
cause to which he had given all the years of his manhood. 
Then M. Lefevre spoke a few sentences calculated to soothe 
the irritated spirits, who asked "Why God permitted such 
wrongs toward men desirous of advancing his cause on 
earth." He reminded them that the ways of God are not 
as our ways, and they must patiently wait his own good 
time to deUver them from the evil snares of the enemy. 

His remarks were bri^f, for much remained to be accom- 
plished, and the appearance of the dragoons might be ex- 
pected at any moment* M. Lecroix read the pastoral let- 
ter with which he was charged, and it drew tears and ex- 
clamations of grief from many of those present; then a 
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number of children were brought forward to receive bap- 
tism, over whose udkat brows the bitter waters of affiction 
bad already flowed. 

After tMs ceremony was song the last psalm that would 
ever arise to the praise of Grod in those doomed walls. 
Voices choking with emotion*'joined the strain, which more 
resembled one yast sob rising on the wings of the wind to 
waft their wrongs to the throne of mercy than a song of 
praise. Then came the blessing, uttered amidst breathless 
silence. 

After this the most affecting scene of all took place: the 
people passed before their ministers to bid them adieu be- 
fore they went into exile, and to receive their last solemn 
benediction in their beloved temple. Nearly all of them 
were weeping, and many were ready to cry aloud in the 
anguish of their souls. 

While this scene proceeded, and the vast crowd defiled 
slowly before the altar, the silence was broken by the thun- 
dering of hoofs upon the turf without, and the Huguenots 
scattered before a troop of dragoons that drew up iu front 
of the temple. These were followed by a procession of 
monks, telling theii: beads, and exulting in the work of 
desolation about to commence. 

In the rear of these came several carriages containmg de- 
vout Papists, who wished to witness the destruction of the 
heretical building, from which they believed so much evil 
doctrine had been disseminated. Among these intolerant 
bigots were M. de Montour and his daughter; and it was 
the earnest wish of the fanatical fisither that Bertha's hand 
should remove the first stone from the doomed edifice. For 
this purpose he had brought her there, and the suggestion 
she was only too ready to obey. 

The dragoons dismounted, and,- rushing into the house 
with loud shouts and imprecations, scattered the unarmed 
people before them. A small group collected in front of 
th% altar, where stood the two venerable men who had just 
ofiiciated ; but those noble heads, with silvery hair floating 



THE HUOUENOX BXILBS. 857 

around them, those saintly aspects, daunted not these pur- 
suers, long since hardened in crime and barbarity. The sol- 
diers had been ordered to make prisoners of those thej found 
officiating as ministers ; but not contented with mere obe- 
dience, they thrust their pikes into the resistless arms that 
were held up in benediction over the unhappy people. They 
were struck to the floor; M. Lecroix severely wounded, 
while M. Lefevre escaped with a trifling hurt. An eflbrt 
was made by the Huguenots to rescue them ; but it was 
baffled by the soldiers, who wielded their arms with such 
effect as to dear the house of the worshipers in a few mo- 
ments. 

A scene of riot and bloodshed would doubtless have fol- 
lowed this commencement, had not a second troop of armed 
men dashed into the valley, commanded by the Due de No- 
ailles in person. He was dreaded by the dragoons as a 
strict disciplinarian, and he was aJso a man who endeavored 
to maintain some show of justice in his dealings with the 
Protestants, though he had no sympathies with them. Or- 
der was instantly restored among the soldiers ; the Hugue- 
nots were commanded to separate themselves from the oth- 
ers, and occupy the ground in the rear of the temple. 

The two prisoners were placed under guard, and the work 
of demolition r^ularly commenced. The soldiers were, per- 
mitted to wreak their farj on the interior of the building, 
and its simple and chaste architectural ornaments were hewn 
and de&ced in every possible manner. Then levers were 
brought forward and the stones loosened. Before one had 
fallen, the Sieur de Monteur, leading his beautiful daughter, 
came before the commander and petitioned that she might be 
permitted to remove the flrst stone with her own fair hands. 

The Due de Noailles bowed lowly before the lady pos- 
sessing this singular ambition, and in courteous terms grant- 
ed the request. At his command the men fell back, and 
the stately form of Mademoiselle de Montour £^proached 
the entrance, where a projection in the wall enabled her to 
reach the cap-stone witibout much effort. With eyes beam- 
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ing with exultation she drew it forth ; and as it rolled to 
her feet, said, in a tone loud enough to be heard by all 
around, 

" Thus perish eyery heretical work raised in defiance of 
the Church of God!" 

The soldiers liflted their caps, and a simultaneous is^out 
burst from their lips. Bertha drew herself proudly up, and 
for an instant a disdainful smile quivered on her features ; 
she was far too haughty to receive this sympathy in her 
&naticism as it was meant ; but when the Due de Noallles 
approached, and complimented her on her devotion to the 
true cause, she blushed and smiled most graciously upon 
him. With the gallantry of an accomplished cavalier he 
conducted her to her carriage, and remained beside it en- 
gaged in an animated conversation while the work of demo- 
lition proceeded. 

This distinction charmed both M. de Montour and his 
daughter ; and both began to indulge visions of future great- 
liess, based on the evident admiration of the elegant courtier 
for the latter. At length De Noailles asked, 

" What reward shall I decree to you, mademoiselle, for 
the religious act you so gracefully performed just nowl" 

Her &ther replied for her, 

" God will doubtless reward her for performing so mer^ 
itorious a service, and to Him we prefer leaving it, mon- 
seigneur." 

" My father is right," said Bertha, seriously. « If I have 
done well in the sight of Heaven, I shall surely be dealt with 
according to my deserts." 

"But mademoiselle, Heaven chooses earthly agents by 
which its will is accomplished ; and I shall take care that 
the handsomest diamond which can be found in Paris shall 
soon grace the fair hand that was lifted in so holy a cause." 

The young lady smHed graciously, and the due eonrader- 
ed his proposed present as accepted. 

In the mean time the work of demolition had gone rap- 
idly forward; the walls were skillfully undermined, and at 
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a signal from the sergeant in command of the zealous work- 
men, the whole fabric fell in with a loud crash. A crj of 
anguish arose from the Huguenots, which was drowned by 
the loud and triumphant shouts of the soldiers, who made 
every demonstration of the wildest joy. The priests raised 
a chant of thanksgiving, and while it yet filled the valley 
the crowd began to disperse. 

The captain of the troops that first arrived sought the 
prisoners; M. Lefevre had disappeared, and the men in 
charge of him could give no satisfactory account of him. 
From his n^lected wound, M. Lecroix had bled until he 
was nearly exhausted, and in. a state of partial insenrability 
he was thrown across a horse behind one of the dragoons, 
and thus conveyed to Nismes to be given over to the tender 
merdes of the inquisitors. His fiite was already decided, 
and his condemnation to be broken on the wheel, and then 
burned at the stake, was pronounced in a few hours. In 
the mean time he was thrown into a loathsome cell, and 
only enough attention given to his painful wound to pre- 
vent it from proving fatal before the day of his execution 
arrived. 

Elated with the success of the morning's work, the troops 
formed in regular order on one side of the glen, and a band 
of music they had brought with them sent forth its exulting 
strains, while the depressed Huguenots slowly defiled from 
the scene of destruction. A deputation from them came be- 
fore the Due de Noailles, and petitioned' for the liberation 
of their pastors, but he sternly refused, and commanded 
them to follow their departing friends without delay. He 
assured them that but one minister had been taken, and he 
had been so long known as the disseminator of the wild- 
est heresies against the Church, that he must be dealt with 
accordingly. 

Twenty years of persecution under a despotic govern- 
ment and a tyrannical Church, resolute to maintain her 
own supremacy at the expense of every law, either human 
or divine, had so completely broken the spirit of the Prot- 
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estants, that thej submitted without an atteiiq»t at resist- 
ance. But this submission to the ruling powers was not 
always to last ; and years afterward, when justice was at 
length despaired o^ arose the bloody struggle known as the 
Camisard war, of which the same ground over which we 
have passed was the theatre. But for the present the peo* 
pie had been taught that to render unto Caesar the things 
that are his must be a portion of their faith, and obedience 
to the authority of the king, however unrighteously used, 
must be rendered. 

They dispersed, and went slowly to their homes, many 
of them to fly from their native land within a few more 
days, to escape the persecutions they knew would now rage 
against those of their &ith with additional fury. 

While this scene went on, the occupants of the different 
carriages alighted and walked around the ruins. Unmoved 
by the sorrow of so many of their feUow-beings over the de- 
struction of their temple^ they expressed mutual congratu- 
lations on the work ^hich had been so thoroughly com- 
pleted. 

The act of Mademoiselle de Montour made her quite a 
heroine among them, and Bertha listened with exultation to 
the praises lavished on her. She really believed she had 
performed an act weU pleasing in the sight of Heaven, and 
some signal &vor would be granted her as a reward for her 
zeal. 

At length the Huguenots had all departed. One troop 
of dragoons had already left the spot, and that of the Due 
de Noailles formed in marching order, and sounded their 
bugles as a signal for final departure. The visitors entered 
their vehicles, and prepared to follow in the rear of the sol- 
diers. 

The carriage of the Sieur de Montour was the last one in 
the cortege, and when they issued from the valley. Bertha 
proposed to her father to stop at a point from which a view 
of the precipitous road, winding for miles over the broken 
country, was visible. They thus escaped the dust raised by 
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tiie dragoons, €uid -enjoyed the fine view of the procession 
defiling in the evening sunlight over the distant hills ; while 
the triumphant strains of music that floated on the still air 
seemed almost to die away as they descended into a valley, 
and again burst forth exultingly as they reached another 
crest of the mountains. 

The evening was one of still beauty, and Bertha enjoyed 
the hour they remained stationary with peculiar zest. The 
c^kvalcade had entirely disappeared, when she turned to her 
£Either and said, 

'< Now let us go on, fistther. I feel as if a good deed has 
been consummated in the sight of Heaven. < The blind lead- 
ing the blind' will ^ longer be permitted ; for the voice of 
Godhas spoken in the mandate of the king, and heresy shall 
be utterly extirpated" 

" Assuredly, yes, my daughter. A few more weeks, and 
the strong-holds of heresy — ^the temples — ^will no longer ex- 
ist as an abomination in the land." 

There was perfect sympathy between the two on this sub- 
ject ; and, as the carriage was slowly driven forward, they 
continued their conversation in the same strain. The road 
in many places was dangerous for a carriage ; and, as twi- 
light approached, M. de Montour became uneasy at being 
still among the hills. He c(»nmanded the driver to travel 
fiaster, and, in reply, was informed that they were approach- 
ing the worst part of the r9ute, and he must proceed with 
caution. 

Bertha raised the window, which had been closed to keep 
out the chill evening air, and looked forth with a slight feel- 
ing of apprehension. They were emerging from a gorge 
upon a narrow road, skirted on one side by a deep ravine, 
and on the other by the hillside, from which it had been 
cut. It was barely wide enough for a carriage to pass, and 
should another vehicle be met before getting around the 
curve, both might be precipitated on the rocks below. 

M. de Montour prided himself on the beauty of his horses ; 
and the pair in the carriage were spirited bays, which had 

Q 
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not long been Buljected to the constndiit of harness. He 
was about to open the door, to alight with bis daughter, 
and walk over this dangerous .place, when the horses took 
fright at some object in the rosA, and reared and plunged 
so violently that the driver lost all control over them. The 
man jumped from his seat in time to save himself, as the 
unwieldy vehicle made a violent lurch toward the preci- 
pice. 

The traveler whose sudden appearance on the road had 
frightened them threw himself from his mule, and, seizing 
the bridle, made violent efforts to restrain their downward 
career; but the impulse abeadj given them was too great 
To save himself, he was compelled to release his graep, and 
throw himself violently backward, while the unruly steeds 
and the heavy coach, with its helpless occupants, went crash- 
ing down the precipice. 

A few moments of breathless horror followed ; no cry 
came from below ; and the two men gazed on each other 
with pallid cheeks. The driver at length said, 

^< Tm afeard they are killed ; but the devil himself could 
not a' held them bosses." 

^^Come with me," said the stranger, a; respectable-look- 
ing citizen ; *^ there is a pathway down the ravine. Let us 
look after these unhappy people." 

With some difficulty they descended the precipitous path, 
and stood beside the shattered, carriage. The horses had 
been too severely injured by the fall to move ; and M. de 
Montour had extricated himself from the ruins in a stunned 
and bewildered condition, which rendered him oblivious even 
of the state of his daughter. 

Bertha, pale, and apparently dying, lay with her head in 
contact with the rock against which it had been dashed with 
such violence as to produce a concussion of the brain : there 
was no external wound, save that her right hand, which she 
seemed instinctively to have raised to protect her face, was 
completely crushed. 
' The stranger lifted her in his arms, and as the fading twi- 
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light fell upon her fatures, he recognized her. Taking the' 
bleeding hand in his own, he solemnly said, 

" Behold the retributive justice of God. This hand, so 
lately raised in sacrilegious outrage, will never again know 
its own cunning." 

By this time the unhappy father began to recover suffi- 
ciently to understand what passed around him. With a cry 
of anguish, he threw himself toward the nerveless form the 
stranger sustained, and took her in his own arms. For the 
first time for years human feeling was aroused in the breast 
of this man, who had so hardly dealt with others, and he 
comprehended what it was to suffer. In his prosperity, 
he had forgotten that the arrows of misfortune could be 
launched at himself; and in his egotistic love for his daugh- 
ter, he had almost ceased to remember that she was of mor- 
tal mould, and subject, like others, to accident or death. 

"She is not dead," he sternly said. "The Virgin will 
not permit death to be sent to one who this day so signally 
served her cause. Oh I holy Mother of God, listen to the 
supplications of thy faithful follower : let thy saints plead 
for mercy to be shown to me. Save my child — save her, I 
pray thee, and I promise a votive offering worthy of thy ac- 
ceptance." 

"Poor miserable &natic!" exclaimed the stranger, com- 
passionately. " One prayer to God were worth a lifetime 
of such supplications. Praying to all the saints in the cal- 
ender can not save your daughter, unless measures are taken 
to gain speedy assistance for her.'' 

"Why is not something done, thenf ' asked the bewil- 
dered father., "She must be taken to the chateau without 
loss of time— oh ! what can be done?" 

"The driver can take my mule and ride to Nismes for 
such assistance as we need. I will remain with you until it 
arrives." 

The Sieur de Montour acquiesced in this arrangement, 
and with alacrity the driver obeyed the command. The 
energetic stranger then sought among the ruins of the car- 
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riage, from which he drew the cushions, and arranged them 
in such a manner as to afford a resting-place for the insens- 
ible girl. life still palpitated in her frame, and lent a fee- 
ble motion to her heart ; but no sign of returning conscious- 
ness was yet yisible, and the compassionate eye that scanned 
her features in the gathering twilight saw that intelligence 
would never again beam from those orbs, over whose closed 
lids a famt purple hue was already spreading. At length 
M. de Montour looked up at the earnest face of his compan- 
ion, and asked, 

** Who are you? How did you come hither so oppor- 
tunely f 

The stranger sternly replied, 

" I am one of those who stood tamely by to-day, and saw 
the holy temple of God defiled and destroyed, while I said 
in my heart. In His own good time He wiU avenge this 
sacrilegious impiety; but I little expected that one of the 
prominent actors in the scene would so soon meet the ret- 
ribution her imwomanly act merited. God foi^ve me for 
speaking thus ; for she lies there stridden and dying, and I, 
a miserable fellow-worm, should not judge her hiurshly." 

All the old haughtiness of M. de Montour returned as he 
listened, and he said, 

<< She is not dying — she shall not die ; and you were on 
our path — you caused this calamity of which you dare to 
speak as a judgment from Heaven.'' 

^< I as sincerely believe it to be such, as I believe in the 
mercy of Gk)d. I was proceeding quietly on my way, when 
your horses overtook me ; and why they should have reared 
at the sight of a peaceful traveler, I know not ; unless it 
was for the especial purpose of bringing to pass the punish- 
ment that surely finds its victim. Look at that hand, and 
then ask yoursdf if chance alone produced this catastro- 
phe." 

There was stem grandeur in the manner of the speaker; 
and in him the Sieur de Montour recognized one of the many 
strong souls who, in those days, struggled against the perse- 
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cutions they were compelled to bear with tt fanaticism 
equal to that which oppressed them. He replied with as- 
perity, 

<' Know that if death be sent to my child, I shall have 
faith to believe that the service performed by her this day 
merited being taken into heaven itself to receive her re- 
ward." 

The listener r^arded him with an expression of commis- 
eration, with which contempt was mingled. " Poor priest- 
ridden creature," he muttered. ^* If such consolation can be 
yours, clasp it to your heart." 

He presently spoke aloud : 

" You asked me who I am. I will tell you. I am one 
who has been deprived of the>^eans of gaining my bread 
honestly, by having my occupation taken from me on ac- 
count of my religious belief. I have borne imprisonment, 
stripes, and contumely from those in authority, and I was 
on my way to find egress from this land accursed by her rul- 
ers, when, at imminent risk to myself, I stopped to aid you. 
I will remain with you till assistance arrives ; then I must 
go on my way." 

De Montour made no reply, and the two sunk into si- 
lence, which was only interrupted by the heavy and con- 
vulsive breathing of the senseless Bertha. Twilight had 
faded into night, and the stars looked down on that sad 
scene in all their serene beauty. The stranger looked rev- 
erently up to them, and prayed for the dying girl ; but her 
father never lifted his eyes from her face. He mechanic- 
ally muttered aves to the Virgin, with the dull conviction 
that if aid could be obtained, it must be through her inter- 
cession. 

At length voices were heard approaching ; lights gleamed 
from the road above, and in a few more moments a group 
of persons surrounded them. A surgeon accompanied them, 
and he at once examined the patient : to the imploring gaze 
of the fether, he only replied by saying, 

^^ It is necessary to convey Mademoiselle de Montour to 
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the chateau* as speedily as possible. I have bad a litter 
brought^ and she can be removed without much sujQfering." 

"Do you think she is sensible of suffering, doctor I" 
asked the father, tremulously. ''Oh. Grod! I fear she will 
never be aroused to feel any thing again." 

'' I hope she will, monsieur. I trust that I can restore 
her," replied the surgeon, evasively. '' liCt us lose no time, 
for it is precious." 

The scarcely breathing form was placed tenderly upon 
the litter, and with care lifted to the road above. As they 
were leaving the spot, M. de Montour remembered the as- 
sistance he had received from the stranger, and turned to 
thank him ; but he had already mounted his mule and left 
the party. 

With the assistance of one of the men, M. de Montour 
was enabled to follow the sad procession, with the terrible 
conviction in his heart that the pride of his life was laid 
low, and henceforth he was desolate. They reached the 
chateau. Bertha was placed on her bed, and every effort 
that skill could devise, was used to restore consciousness. 
In vain : the heavy breathing sunk away to a scarcely per- 
ceptible respiration ; the violet tinge spread over the sunken 
features, and settled in heavy shadows around the lips and 
eyes. 

Then the anguish of the unhappy &ther took another 
phase. He had summoned the priests to perform the last 
rites of the Church, and with frantic eagerness he implored 
the surgeon to restore consciousness to her for a brief space, 
that she might join in them. To him it was an inexpress- 
ible horror that she should die before extreme unction had 
been administered. When convinced that it was impossi- 
ble, he made a sign to the priests to perform their office 
without delay, and the ceremony was at once commenced. 

The father knelt on a cusliion at the foot of the couch, 
with his eyes immovably fastened on the features on which 
the seal of death was rapidly stamping itself. He prayed 
for a sign that all was well with the departing spirit : mir- 
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acles were of common occurrence in the Church — why 
should not one be performed in his &vor? 

The officiating priest, imbued with all the craft of his 
calling, was quite willing to lend his aid to produce such a 
delusion. As he leaned over the couch to anoint the dying 
girl with the holy chrism, he dexterously lifted the crushed 
hand, and held it an instant before her father. Starting 
back with an appearance o£ reverential awe, he said, 

" Behold, my son ! A miracle has been vouchsafed by 
the blessed Mother of God ! See ! that hand, which so 
lately was lifted in holy service to the Church, is permitted 
to give you the assurance for which you so earnestly sup- 
plicate. Your daughter will receive her glorious reward." 

A^ain the maimed hand sunk heavily on the coverlet, 
and, at the same instant, the last breath of Bertha de Mon- 
tour passed from her lips. 

Calmed by this assurance, the father arose, and, in the 
sternness of his fanatical faith, felt enabled to bear the sad- 
den calamity which had overtaken him. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

The quiet shadows of evening were b^inning to settle 
over the ruins of the Chateau Lefevre, when a travder disr 
mounted near the broken gate leading into the garden, and, 
securing his jaded horse, walked through the sombre alleys. 
Bitterlj painful was the desolation bef<»-e him ; for here had 
been the home of his boyhood — ^these scenes the first that 
had stamped themselves upon his youthful heart. The ruins 
of his home laj before him, and he leaned against the side 
of the rude fountain, and gazed with melancholy sadness 
upon them, while he questioned in his own mind the means 
of gaining authentic information of those thej once shelter- 
ed, without danger of compromising himself with the all- 
powerful priesthood. 

After meetingwith several detentions on the road, and 
narrowly escaping imprisonment, Gkrauld Lefevre had suc- 
ceeded in reaching this spot in safety. His heart irresisti- 
bly prompted him to visit it first ; and he also cherished a 
vague hope that some retainer of his family might still lin- 
ger near his former home, who could afford him such in- 
formation of his father and sister as would guide him in his 
search after them. 

All. seemed desolate around him; and the slanting sun- 
beams lay in dreamy stillness on the hillsides, on which 
not a sign of human life was visible. Gerauld was about to 
move from the spot, when the silence was suddenly broken 
by a voice singing a p<^pular air of the day, and a heavy 
footstep came through a neighboring walk. He paused, 
and awaited the appearance of the singer. In another mo- 
ment he approached the fountain, beside which the young 
officer stood, and he saw from his dress that he belonged to 
the king's dragoons. The man also recognized the uniform 
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of an officer in the royal service, and courteously saluted its 
wearer as he said, 

<' A fine evening, monsieur, although this is a melancholy 
spot to see it from." 

<< Yes ; and these ruinS seem to have been lately made," 
replied Lefevre^ anxious to draw him out on the subject. 

(c Ay — it's a sad story they could tell ; but these are not 
the times to speak one's mind about them. I might get 
myself into trouble if I should say what I think." 

The tone of the man, and something in his faee, assured 
Lefevre that he was not unfriendly to his fiunily, and he 
asked, 

'^ Can you tell me where the former owner and his daugh* 
ter are now to be found, my friend? I am deeply interest- 
ed in learning ; and you shall be &r from having cause to 
repent affording me information concerning them." • 

The dragoon, who was no other than Ammonet, gazed 
keenly on the &ce of the stranger, and then said, 

^< I can readily name you, Colonel Lefevre, from your re- 
semblance to your &ther ; and I am gilad that I can tell 
you what you wish to know, though it is not very cheering 
news to give a son and brother." 

^< What is it!" Gerauld eagerly asked. << Something to 
guide me in my search after them is aU I ask." 

<^ That I can give you, monsieur. Your father was pres- 
ent at the destruction of the valley church three days ago* 
He was taken prisoner, but escaped in some strange way-— 
probably through the agency of his friends — ^and is, I hope, 
by this time safe out of the country. Your aster is in a 
convent near the city, where the Sieur de Montour intends 
her to stay until she consents to take my captain for a hus- 
band." 

"Who, then, is your captain!" 

" Augtiste Delmont, at your service," said a voice dose 
beside them ; and, with a military salute, the dragoon fell 
back and gave place to his commander, who had come upon 
them thus suddenly. 

Q2 
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<<Aiid I am Greranld Lefevre," said the yonng officer. 
" In one who would claim the hand of my sister I fear not 
to behold an enemy." 

^'Nor do you/' was the frank response, as Delmont 
grasped his hand. << Averse as our interests may seem — 
for I now claim the broad lands on which we stand — I 
welcome you with sincerity ; and I will aid you to rescue 
your sister from the captivity in which she is held without 
demanding as my reward the hand which I now know has 
long been the property of anoth^." 

Lefevre returned the pressure warmly as he replied, "I 
believe you to be sincere, Captain Delmont, and I trust you 
with the frankness which one honorable man should know 
how to show toward another. My father, I learn, has es- 
caped, for which I am deeply thankful ; but my poor Irene 
is in the power of the priests, and I shall need strong aid 
to recover her." 

<' True ; but,^th my assistance, I think we can succeed 
in rescuing her. Let us sit down on this bench and confer 
together, not as strangers, but as those who might have been 
brothers, had not fate so willed it, that, ere I knew her, the 
heart of Irene was given to another." 

Gerauld seated himself and Delmont turned toward the 
dragoon and said, 

^' Ammonet, prepare supper for us in the cottage, and see 
if you can contrive a bed for Colonel Lefevre, as he must 
be my guest to-night" He added, by way of explanation, 
*^ We have had such fine weather this season, and the scenes 
enacted in Nismes make me so heart-sick, that, when I can 
escape from them, I retire to the steward's cottage in the 
dell below, and live there, with only Ammonet for my at- 
tendant. I was on my way there this evening when we 
met." 

^^ You do hot, then, approve all that is done in yonder 
cityf ' said Gerauld. 

*'I am a Catholic," responded Delmont, with energy; 
^^ but God help the Church that can only sustain its tenets 
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by such means as are there used. I have long been disgusted 
with the barbarity of the priests, countenanced by those in 
authority ; and if any man dared there to express the feel- 
ings of his heart, I ^ould long since have given utterance 
to mine. But a suspicion only of sympathy with the p^- 
secuted Huguenots would be destruction to one situated as 
I am. It is fortunate for both of us that we met here, where 
we are free from observation. My attendant is faithful, 
and so anxious to serve Mademoiselle Lefevre, that he would 
undertake any thing we might desire. And now will you 
listen to an explanation I have to make to you?" 

^^ Certainly. I am all attention." 

Delmont sat down beside him, and earnestly proceeded : 

^' It is a year ance I was stationed in Nismea, and a por- 
tion of the troop I nominally commanded was placed ii^ the 
chateau of your father. I was not permitted to accompany 
them, because the officers of higher grade and human feel- 
ing are not intrusted with the service those wretches, the 
dragoons, are empowered to perform. They retain merely 
the name of commander, and remain in the town in the 
vidnity, while the real authority is. delegated to a petty of- 
ficer chosen for his brutality. Several squads of my com- 
pany were thus quartered on proprietors in the neighbor- 
hood ; but I had no power to control them, for their orders 
came directly from D'Aguesseau, or from the priests, who 
are his most active agents. 

" I made the acquaintance of your fether's fiunily. I be- 
came interested in them, and, so far as I could,^ I protected 
them from the worst indignities the soldiers were permitted 
to inflict on others with impunity. But I was not permit- 
ted to do much ; the priests constantly circumvented me ; 
and at last your &ther was driven to the destruction of his 
own chateau. I was warned in time to rescue Irene, and 
place her under the protection of the only friend that could 
save her from being thrust at once into a convent — her un- 
cle, the Sieur de Montour. 

'^ In the mean time, the lands of your family were p^red 
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for sale at a tithe of their value. I purchased them, in the 
hope that the possession of her native home would be a 
temptation to Irene to accept my hand; bat believe me 
when I assure you that it was never my intention to retain 
them from the lawful heir, without returning him an equiv- 
alent which he would consider of equal value." 

^< I believe you, and I thank you," said Lefevre, earnestly. 
" You are worthy of Irene, and if she bad not loved Chas- 
tain, she must have returned the affection of so noble a fel- 
low as you are." 

" Thank you i this appreciation from you is worth much 
to me. I was not aware of your sister's preference for Chas- 
tain ; for his position rendered their intercourse very guard- 
ed. I hoped on, in the belief that love as sincere as mine 
must win a return. But a few weeks since, M. de Montour 
discovered, through the confession of Irene herself, that she 
IB already united to Chastain. The priests, aided by her 
unde, subjected them both to a most cruel ordeal, in the 
hope of shaking their alliance to the faith they profess; 
but they remained true. Since I have learned these par- 
ticulars, my feelings toward Irene have undergone a singular 
change. It is no longer the woman I love, but the angel I 
reverence for her noble nature, and I am ready to devote 
my life to the promotion of her happiness. I have already 
used such influence as I possess to have the sentence of 
Chastain changed to transportation, which will give them 
a chance of again meeting on a foreign strand. The death 
of the Sieur de Montour's daughter has softened his hard 
heart, and to-day he partially consented to join me in my 
efibrts to save him from the cruel fate that menaces him." 

^'My uncle, then, has at last found that he has a heart in 
his bosom," said Lefevre, bitterly. 

" He has received a terrible blow, which must have struck 
home. Where I slept last night, I heard Bertha's fate com- 
mented on, and the simple people said that a miracle was 
performed to assure her father of her acceptance in heaven." 

" Some trick of the priests," replied Delmont, with an 
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expression of disgust. "The poor old man bdieves that 
she was removed from him because the act she perpetrated 
the day the vaUej church was destroyed was one of such 
sublime piety that no earthly compensation was sufficient 
for it. He thus consoles himself for her loss ; but he will 
not long survive her. The priests are already around him 
endeavoring to induce him to enter a monasteiy, that they 
may make sure of his fortune." 

^^And they will succeed. A fitting end it will be for 
one of his iron nature to become a slave to that spiritual 
despotism that was the only influence before which he yield- 
ed in life." 

"And now," said Delmont, after reflecting a moment, 
'^we must devise a feasible plan for releasing your sister. 
I learned from M. de Montour that Irene is more tranquil, 
and her health is improving, under the care of a young 
friend who is passing her novitiate in the same house, and 
through her influence they hope ultimately to win Made- 
moiseUe Lefevre over to the Church." 

^^If Irene is true to herself and the faith in which she 
has been educated, such will never be the result. Oh I 
would that the truth from her lips could undo the work of 
the subtle priests themselves, and become the means of res- 
cuing her companion from the darkness into which she is 
plunging," exclaimed Lefevre, with emotion. 

"Ah I my friend, their intercourse is watched, you may 
be sure ; and any attempt to proselyte on the part of Irene, 
if listened to by Mademoiselle Altenberg, would insure their 
speedy separation. It is now too late for the latter to 
waver, for her profession takes place in a few days. I am 
told that she is one peculiarly formed to find happiness in 
the seclusion of a cloister." 

" She is a being to make an atmosphere, of peace and 
happiness wherever she may be j^aoed," said the lover, with 
etnotion; "but to bury her in the senseless seclusion prac- 
ticed by these people is an outrage on nature and feeling. 
Ohl if I had only the power to defy the priests, and bear 
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away both their captires, I would gladly leave mj father- 
land forever ; nor feel one pang in parting from all earthly 
interests that bound me to it." 

He arose and paced the ground in front of the seat with 
agitated steps. DehnOnt waited until his emotion had some- 
what subsided before he again spoke. He at length said, 

« Mademoiselle Altenberg seems deliberatdy to have cho- 
sen her own lot, and we must leave her to it; but your 
sister can be reclaimed through the Sieur de Montour, if we 
can only induce him to use his influence." 

<< But how is that to be done t" 

^^We must deceive him; for he is violent against the 
union of Chastain and your »ster, and declares that it shall 
not be considered binding. If he believed that Irene's re- 
lease might lead to making her mine, he would take her 
under his own protection again; once in the chateau, I 
could manage an elopement from there, and see you both 
safe beyond the frontiers. Do you think that Irene can be 
induced to lend herself to such a deception *?" 

'' She must : there ifi no other feasible plan by which we 
can release her. I can not sufficiently thank you for your 
offered aid, Delmont, and I accept it as readily as I would 
have granted it had our positions been reversed." 

They grasped each other^s hands firmly, and then proceed- 
ed to arrange the minute details of their plan. By the time 
this was done, twilight had fidlen, and the stars began to 
gleam from the clear sky above. The mellow winding of a 
horn came through the still depths of the forest, and Del- 
mont arose as he said, 

<^ That is Ammonet's signal for supper. Let us proceed 
to the cotiAg^ and I will send him to attend to the wants 
of your horse." 

Grerauld followed him through the desolate court-yard, 
filled with broken fragments of the old house, and his heart 
sadly yearned over these ruined memorials of his early home. 
But he resolutely repressed the grief that would have un- 
manned him ; for action lay before him, and he mn^t not 
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linger over the sorrows of his heart, or those that Were dear 
to him would be lost to him forever. 

The pathway wound through the forest, over an undulat- 
ing country, and after a rapid walk of half a mile they stood 
in £ront of the cottage-— a amaU, unpretending building, 
shaded by a group of trees. A bright fire blazed on the 
hearth within, which was welcome, for the air of evening 
was chilly : in front of it Ammonet had set out his table 
with the best his larder afforded. The traveler did justice 
to these preparations, for, in spite of the uneasiness of his 
mind, the exercise of the day had given him a keen appe- 
tite. 

A soldier's pallet afforded him the rest he gieaily needed, 
and Lefevre slept soundly until the sunbeams, glancing into 
the cottage, warned him that it was time to arise and com- 
mence the labors of the day. Aflter dispatching their morn- 
ing meal, the two young officers set out on their mission to 
the Chateau de Montour. 

The morning was brilliantly clear, and but for the weight 
upon the heart of Lefevre, the ride would have been a pleas- 
ure ; for a portion of the road wound through a most pio- 
turesqjue part of the mountain sceneiy, and the elastic air 
of a cool November morning gave vigor to the muscles, 
and a quicker motion to the blood of the two equestrians. 
They talked of what most deeply interested themselves: 
«ach found in the other much to appreciate, and the bond 
of union so lately formed waa drawn closer by every hour 
of association. 

They^ reached the chateau, and were received by a domes- 
tic clad in deep mourning. They were ushered into the 
usual sitting-room of M. de Montour, which was heavily 
draped with black cloth, that produced a most sbmbre effect. 
The chair which Bertha had usually occupied was elevated 
on a small platform ; over this a canopy was erected, from 
which long folds of black crape swept to the floor. C3rpre8S 
and ground ivy were twined over it ; and on the cushion 
lay her Prayer-book, supporting a (»*ucifix, exquisitely sculp- 
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tared. Over the back of the seat hung a crown of immor- 
telles, and within its circle was a small picture of Bertha, 
painted by a skillful Italian artist, in which she was repre- 
sented as St. Cecilia. 

This had been executed several years before ; and now 
the bereaved father found happiness in thus deifying this 
little image of her who had been so dear to him. All togeth- 
er the apartment produced a most gloomy and depressing ef^ 
feet on the young men. Delmont sent in his own name, but 
merely added that he was accompanied by a gentleman who 
wished earnestly to see the Sieur de Montour on family af- 
fidrs of importance. 

A formal message came back to him that Captain Del- 
mont was always a welcome guest, but the visit of a stran- 
ger at such a time, under any pretext whatever, must be de- 
dined. Delmont whispered, 

" I will see him, and tell him who you really are. Then, 
perhaps, he will consent to receivie you." 

He followed the attendant into an adjoining apartment, 
which was draped in the same funereal garb ; the windows 
were closed to exclude the light of the che^ul sun, and a 
screen was placed between the smouldering fire and the un- 
happy occupant of the room; .for, in the deep gloom of 
his soul, he could not bear the sight of any thing bright. 
Wasted, feeble, and broken down, M. de Montour sat crouch- 
ing in a large chair, with his head bowed upon his hands — 
a most complete picture of wretchedness and hopelessness. 
As Delmont entered the room, the chaplain arose from his 
nde, looking bewildered and distressed ; for there was too 
little in common between these two natures to give the 
priest the power to console the overwhelming grief that 
consumed the ol^ man's life. 

The visitor took the seat vacated by him, and he left the 
apartment, glad to be released from the sombre gloom that 
oppressed him like an incubus. M.-de Montour was the 
first to speak. 

<'My young friend," he said, ^'you do not forsake the 
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Stricken ia their %^ction. I am gr^tefal that you have not 
foi^tten me ; though it can now be bnt little pleasure to 
any one to come to the house of mourning, over which no 
sun may ever again arise." 

Delmont pressed the hand he o£fered him, and the old 
man went on : 

^< I mourn as did David over the death of Absalom ; but 
it is only over my individual loss, for my daughter is among 
the blessed ; for only last night I saw her in a vision with 
her right hand clasped in that of the blessed Virgin ; and as 
she held it aloft, that I might see how miraculously it had 
been restored, rays of divine glory seemed to stream from it 
Their Jbrightness penetrated my soul and consoled me. I 
am willing to give her up to such companionship ; but oh ! 
I am very desolate without her." 

"Will it not be well to recall your niece!" suggested 
Delmont ; '^ she could perhaps fill the place of your daugh- 
ter, in some measure." 

He looked up almost fiercely, and said, 

"No one shall ever do that. I have no such desire; 
and my heretical niece is the last to whom I would give 
her place in my heart. No— Irene is best where she is : 
let her remain there lutil she learns the true wiU of God 
toward her." 

" Yet, my dear monsieur, if Irc^e will consent to think 
of a future union between her and myself, will you not re- 
lent! I am unwilling that one who may become my fu- 
ture wife shall be held in durance by that Church to which 
I belong. It may only prejudice her more deeply against 
it." 

"Ah ! if she will consent to thai^ I may be more lenient,^ 
replied the uncle, with a slight i^pearance of interest. " If 
Irene consents to accept you, I may even think of your re- 
quest to intercede for the life of the inferior person she calls 
her husband. I will only have him banished to Canada, 
where she shall never hear from him again." 

"I believe that Mademoiselle Lefevre will now be dis* 
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posed to iitten more ftvorably to my proposal espedaUy 
as her brother has returned, and we have already become 
£Bet fiiends." 

^^Whatl my nephew, Greranldt And is not he, too, a 
fitiff-nedked heretic I What induces him to join hands with 
you, above all men, when he must know that you hold the 
lands he once expected to inherit?" 

<< We have equitably settled aU that ; for I never intend- 
ed to claim the estate without purchasing the right from 
the lawful heir at something like its true value. Colonel 
Lefevre and I have come to a good understanding, and I 
have induced him to ^accompany me hither, that you may 
concede to him the freedom of his raster.'* 

<' That he may take her fate in his own hands-— cozen you 
of your bride, and me of my niece ;" and his old sneer ap- 
peared on his lip. '< What can you expect of this genera- 
tion of unbelievers in Holy Mother Church but just such a 
proceeding as thatf 

'^ Let the future prove itself," replied Dehnont, quietly. 
^^ I am willing to trust Colonel Lefevre ; and as I am the 
party most deeply interested, I believe you will not refuse 
to grant me what I ask. Bring Lrene back to the chateau, 
that I may have free access to her society, to plead my own 
cause— that is all I ask ; and I am sure that my wishes will 
be accomplished much sooner than by keeping her secluded 
in the convent." 

M. de Montour listened in evident surprise to the tone of 
conviction with which the young man spoke. After a few 
moments' reflection, he said, 

" I will concede to yow what you ask ; but of my nephew 
I know nothing that pleases^me, except that he has served 
the king's cause with gallantly. He is of the blood of the 
Lefevres, and that is suffident ; for they are a strong-willed 
and heretical race ; and dark was the hour when, in the in- 
experience of youth, I gave the hand of friendship to one of 
them." 

*^ My dear friend, bury these old animosities, I beg ; and. 
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as a peiBOBal feiyor to mjdet[y graitt an intervier^ to Colonel 
Lefevre. He wishes to see you." 

<^ That he may proclaim himself the next heir to my es- 
tate, now my child is gone?" asked M. de Montour, almost 
fiercely. ^^I would sooner see it sunk into the ocean, or 
swallowed up in the flames of pulsatory, than in the pos- 
session of one of his detested name." 

Delmont was shocked at this outburst. He said, 

<'You can not really suspect your nephew of such a 
thought. A man who, by adherence to his religions be- 
lief is virtually deprived of his own inheritance, w^ scarcer 
ly think <^ putting forward claims to that of another. See 
Colonel Lefevre, and you will no longer suspect him of any 
sinister motive in calling on you." 

M. de Montour waved his hand impatiently, and said, 

^' Bring him in then, that the meeting may be over as 
soon as possible ; for it must be painful to me to see him." 

Ungracious as this permission was, Delmont hastened to 
avail himself of it In a few moments he returned, accom- 
panied by Gerauld, who looked with sympathy and interest 
on the tall figure that arose to receive him with all the hau- 
teur of a grand seigneur to whom a vassal had come to pre- 
fer a distasteful request. 

In ^ite of his prejudices, the graceful and dignified bear- 
ing of Lefevre impressed his uncle &vorably; and when he 
looked in his face for a few brief moments, he was carried 
back to those days when distrust nor hardness bad left their 
stem imprint upon his youthful soul; for he could almost 
have believed that the friend of his earlier days stood before 
him. But in another instant the revulsion x»me, and he 
felt only more stem and immovable from his own conscious- 
ness of the passing weakness. 

His nephew approached him, and would have offered his 
hand, but the old man sternly waved him aside, and sink- 
ing, as if exhausted, into his seat, sfud, in his coldest tone, 

^' I have consent^ to receive you, Colonel Lefevre, at the 
earnest request of your fnend. Captain Delmont; and now, 
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if you have any thing of importance to say to me, I "wish it 
as briefly stated as may be.^ 

The young officer replied with dignity, 

^< I came, monsieur, in the hope that I might enlist your 
feelings in behalf of my sister and my friend ; that the for- 
mer may be released from her confinement in the convent ; 
the latter saved from a frite greatly di^roportioned to his 



While he spoke, the Sieur de Montour regarded him se- 
verely, and his cold eyes gleamed fiercely at the. allusion to 
Ghastain. 

^' Your sister," he replied, <' will be released on the terms 
I have made known to Captain Delmont. As to Chastain, 
if I interfere in his behalf, it will not be because I believe 
him undeserving the punishment decreed^ to him ; on the 
contrary, I hold him, and all like him, guilty of the unpar- 
donable sin in rebelling against the divine authority on 
earth to which Christ himself gave a visible head. If Irene 
will give Chastain up ; if she wiU consent to unite her fiite 
with that of the man I have chosen for her ; then, I repeat 
it, I will make an effort to save him." 

,<^ And only on those terms, monsieur? My sister is al- 
ready united in holy bonds to the prisoner." 

^^ Let them be broken, then. I attach no sacredness to 
such a tie as binds her to Claude Chastain. I have spoken ; 
now I wish to be alone." 

He waved his hand peremptorily, and thus unoefemoni- 
ously dismissed, the two young men bowed respectfully and 
left the apartment. As they rode from the chateau, they 
met the Abbot of the Dominicans, accompanied by the other 
monks, near its entrance. After they had passed them, Del- 
mont said, 

. <' There is the man in whose hands the fate of Chastain 
lies. He is mercenary, as well as cruel; and the request 
of the Sieur de Montour just now, when he is laboring to 
secure his fortune, will have more weight than a petition 
from any other quarter. Father Antoine has seen you, 
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Lefevre ; he will soori learn who jou are, and your object 
in coming hither; therefore 70a had better be on your 
guard." 

" I have no cause to fear him ; my position in the army 
of the king should be a sufficient protection even against 
priestly enmity." 

"Nothing is a protection against it, my friend. They 
rule every thing, and if you are suspected of. any intention, 
to claim your sister, and remove her from their authority, 
you would not be an instant safe from their machinations; 
though they might be secretly used against you." 

<^ My dear Delmont, you speak with strange freedom of 
the ministers of your own ^th." 

^< I speak of a set of corrupt, avaricious, and cruel priesl^, 
who debase the office they hold, and commit acts in the 
name of Christ over which fiends in the Inferno might weep. 
The fisdth my mother taught me was not such as theirs; 
and I scorn and repudiate the claims of such men to any 
religion whatever. They are only instruments of ecclesi- 
astical ambition, taught to consider every thing that up- 
holds the authority of the Church as right. I detest their 
hypocrisy, and loathe their want of principle ; but the un- 
fkithfiilness of her ministers does not destroy the claims of 
the Church itself to con^deration ; for bad men, unfortu- 
nately, may be found every where. Let us not argue on 
this subject, for it is one on which we can never agree." 

Lefevre respected the honest convictions of another, even 
if they were founded in error, and he changed the subject 
by inquiring, 

" How shall I gain access to Irene, to induce her to en- 
ter into our plan?" 

" I think it will be best to go at onc^ to the convent^ and 
ask permission to see her. I have called several times to 
inquire after Irene, though I have never asked for an inter* 
view with her. My presence with you will be sufficient 
warrant to the abbess that you are really her brother. I 
will write a few lines to her, and send them by the portress. 
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and I trust they will have the efieet of bringing Mademd-' 
selle Lefevre to the grating ; then I will contrive to keep the 
attention of the old woman engaged while you confide to 
her our plans." 

"Very good, if we can only sacoeed." 

" We can at least make the attempt ; and it is so much 
gained that Father Antoine is otherwise engaged, and can 
not be there to interfere." 

They pat q^nrs to their steeds, and rode rapidly toward 
the convent. The heart of Gerauld filled with a thousand 
tender and rebellioas feelings as he approached the walls 
which contained the being he loved with all the strength of 
his soul, preparing to immolate herself on the altar of fa- 
naticism, while he felt himself powerless to rescue her from 
the fiite die was so blindly embracing. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Irene was again convalescent ; the soothing presence of 
her gentle and beloved friend restored her mind to a calmer 
tone ; and the assurances of Eqgenia that she believed her 
influence with Father Antoine would be powerful enough 
to rescue Chastain from his approaching doom, gave her 
fortitude to bear the terrible uncertainty in which she lived 
as to the fate of all that were dearest to her. As she re« 
covered strength, the nuns endeavored to interest her in 
their employments; but she turned with a sick heart from 
the employments that served to wile away the monotony of 
their lives. To her sad soul music .sounded as a wail over 
all she had loved and lost; for painting she had little tal- 
ent, and their books of devotion wearied and oflten revolted 
her. Those which were read for amusement were sedu- 
lously kept out of sight of both herself and Eugenia ; for 
the Protestant prejudices of both of them would have been 
shocked at the character of the literature furtively intro- 
duced into the house professedly devoted to the worship of 
God. 

Wearied of the inactivity in which she lived, with her 
mind preying on itself for lack of something to tKSCupy it, 
Irene finally asked leave of the superior to take part in the 
instruction in the large school attached to the establish- 
ment. She had seen the children assembled together, and, 
although she had not been permitted to ^eak with them, 
they had deeply interested her feelings. Irene well knew 
the history of these little unfortunates, and her heart beat 
warmly toward them. 

The school was principally made up of children from 
seven to twelve years of age, many of whom had been for- 
cibly torn from Huguenot parents, and placed there for re- 
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ligiotts training; and how many aching little hearts were 
imprisoned there, the young girl could well divine. At 
first the superior hesitated as to the propriety of granting 
her request. Irene might learn too much of their internal 
policy ; but, on the other hand, as a Ftotestant, she prob- 
ably imagined the suffering greater than it really was, and 
something might be gained by permitting her to see the 
reality. That the daughter of Lefevre would ever at heart 
become a proselyte, the superior had no hope ; and she had 
settled in her own mind that Irene would eventually choose 
between the cloister and the hand of Delmont, and find the 
latter, with a nominal adhesion to the dominant Churchy 
preferable to imprisonment in a convent. 

Mademoiselle Lefevre was permitted to descend to the 
lower rooms of the building, and volunteer her i^sistanoe as 
a teacher ; but when Eugenia asked for the same liberty, it 
was denied to her until after she had irrevocably taken the 
vows. Then, she was assured, she might make herself use- 
ful in any manner that suited her own inclinations. Irene 
very well understood why this distinction was made, but 
she dared not enlighten her fiiend. It was now too late to 
save Eugenia; she had chosen her own path, and must 
walk unfalteringly in it, and hers should not be the hand 
to tear away the veil which ccmcealed the revolting decep- 
tions that surrounded her. Too soon they must become 
known to her — ^too soon destroy the peaceful illusion in 
which she lived. 

When Irene for the first time entered the long room in 
which the children were assembled, they were engaged with 
their morning lessons, and she had «n opportunity to ob- 
serve the various &ces that bent wearily over their tasks. 
A hundred girls were crowded into an apartment scarcely 
large enough to accommodate fifly in comfort; and to one 
who had not beheld them it would have seemed impossible 
that childish faces could express such deep despondency. 
At the instigation of the priests, many of them had formally 
abjured Protestantism at an age when they could not be 
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<Sompetent to understand the nature of the act, and the in- 
&moos laws made for the occasion thus deprived the par- 
ents of all future power over the fate of the child : it was 
immediatelyTemoved irom their influence, and placed among 
the Papists for instruction. 

Others, without any such ceremony, were torn from the 
domestic hearth, where tenderness and never-ceasing watch- 
fulness were developing the direst traits of character, to be 
iiirown among this promiscuous crowd, with no heart on 
which to lean, no maternal voice to soothe Hie sorrows of 
childhood, that they might be taught to bow down in rev- 
erence before idob, and to believe that the Virgin Mary is 
all-powerful as an intercessor, when we have been expressly 
told that in the name of Christ alone shall forgiveness be 
asked. 

Mademoiselle Lefevre was not permitted to impart relig- 
ious instruction at all ; but her proffered services to assist 
in teaching the younger girls to read were gratefully ac- 
cepted by the nuns in charge of them. They were taught 
sufficient to enable them to understand the lives of the 
saints, and to do a little light needle-work: that was all 
toward educating these immortal souls that was accom- 
plished. 

Among the children, one pale, feeble little creature par- 
ticularly interested Irene. She was really over seven years 
of age, but extreme delicacy of organization had retarded 
her growth, and she seemed not more than six ; her face 
had such an innocent and childlike expresaon, that it made 
Irene's heart ache to think of the mother from whom she 
had been torn. When the turn of this child came to recite, 
she found that she was farther advanced than the most of 
the other children of her years ; she read with intelligent 
and correct emphasis, which showed that she had been care- 
frilly instructed. 

Irene passed her hands over the short, silky curls, which 
she could well imagine had once been the pride of her moth- 
er's heart, and «aid, 

R 
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''You have done very weU., my little child. Tell me 
your name, and who taught such a mignonne aa you how to 
read so prettily." 

Tears started in the large, dark eyes of the child, and, in 
a suhdued tone, she replied, 

''My mother taught me, mademoiselle. My name is 
Adele Bernard, and I have only heen here two week3 ; but 
oh ! I want to Bee my mother and my little sister so much !" 

There was something irresistibly touching in the manner 
of the child, and Irene took her in her arms and questioned 
her gently, until all her sad history was told and the little 
overburdened heart* soothed by the evident sympathy that 
was bestowed upon her. The superintendent approachedy 
and Irene said to her, . 

" Surely this is a very young child to be separated. feom. 
her parents." 

'^ The end to be attained justifies the means," she replied; 
" and Adel^ is not so young as she seems. She has not been 
here long enough to become reconciled yet. They nearly all 
pine at first ; but they soon become used to staying here, 
and gradually forget their early associations." 

Irene looted around, and saw on the faces of the elder 
pupils an expression of dull indifference, but not of happi- 
ness or childish thoughtlessness ; all wore an air of prema- 
ture care. "And this outrage against their helplessness 
was practiced that they may receive instruction in a faith 
which hsis repudiated the prominent truths of the Gospel, 
and does not even demand purity of life of its followers as 
a condition of salvation," was the thought that passed 
through her mind. 

On farther acquaintance with tliem, some of the elder 
ones boasted that they had preferred the true Church to re- 
maining with their parents, and spoke, as they were taught 
to think, as if they had done something meritorious in the 
sight of Heaven which entitled them to a reward. Yet 
nearly all— even the most callous^— who had parents yearn- 
ed to be with them once more. They were not unkindly 
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treated ; but those who had been accustomed to the union 
and aifectionate interests of the family circle keenly {e\t its 
loss; and there was little hope that these young natures 
would be benefited by the violent measures taken to insure 
their adherence to the Church. 

A few days after Irene made the acquaintance of the lit- 
tle Ad^le, she grew ill, and was soon confined to her bed. 
She had fever, doubtless brought on by that sickness of 
heart, from which, child as she was, she evidently suffered 
deeply. Irene gave *up her voluntary labors in the school- 
room to attend to the helpless being thus mercilessly cast 
on the kindness of strangers, when hearts were breaking 
over her loss. 

In a long dormitory, filled with narrow beds, with barely 
space enough to pass between them, she found the child 
restlessly tossing on her pillow, and calling, in tones of ten- 
der pathos, on her mother's name. 

"Oh, mother I I am so lonely. Mother, come! mother! 
mother !" and the fond name was repeated with every in- 
tonation of entreaty, until the voice sunk, from weakness, 
into silence. Irene bent over her, and placing her hand 
upon her brow, found it burning with fever. 

" Poor little creature I" she murmured. " The All Father 
will soon take you to himself, where the sad cry of your 
heart shall be hushed. But what can console Ihose from 
whom you have been torn only to find a grave!" 

She bathed the child's forehead, and moistened her parch- 
ed lips. Ad^le tindosed her dim eyes, and an expression of 
rapture beamed over her fiace as she stretched out her arms 
and said, 

"Mothier! dear mother, you have come at last." 

" No ; my darling child, not your mother, but one who 
loves you, and will try to make you well again," replied the 
young girl, gently. 

A look of keen disappointment stole over the features of 
the little girl, and she turned her face toward the pillow 
and wept bittarly. Suddenly she seemed to remember who 
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was beside her, and she brushed away her tears, arid, tam- 
ing toward her, said, 

'^ I thought it was my own mother ; and when I foimd 
it was not, I could not help crying ; but I am very glad to 
see you, too, mademoiselle, for you have been very good to 
me. 

Ifene bent over her, and tenderly kissed her flushed 
cheek. 

<< Be quiet now, my love, and try and sleep; it will do 
you good." 

'^ I wish I could sleep, and never wake at all," she re- 
plied ; << for when I am asleep I see my £Either and mother, 
and my pretty little sister, in my dreams. Do you think, 
mademoiselle, that, if I am a very good girl, the nuns will 
let me ever go back to them! I was so happy at home, 
and here I am so miserable. Oh ! if they could only know 
how much I want to go back, they would let mc go, I am 
sure." 

" Wait till you get well again," replied Irene, soothingly, 
« and then we will see about it." 

Adele aghed heavily, and turned her &ce away; but the 
S3rmpathetic watcher saw that tears slowly forced them- 
selves between the closed eyelids, and rolled over her flush- 
ed cheeks, even afl;er her heavy breathing gave the assur- 
ance that she slept 

An elderly nun, who filled the office of head-nurse to the 
children, came to inquire aflter the patient She was an 
humble and depressed-looking being, and Irene wondered 
what her experience had been in the life to which she had 
devoted herself. She examined the condition of the child, 
and then, with a heavy sigh, sat down on a neighboring 
bed. 

" Do you not think her very ill?" asked Irene. 

''That is easy enough to see, mademoiselle. She is 
threatened with brain fever, and when children of her deli- 
cate make have it, they never recover. She'll go like others 
that have been brought here, and there's no help for her." 
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There was deep despondency in the tone of the old wo- 
man, and Irene's heart sunk as she looked upon the little 
girl and acknowledged the truth of her words. 

'' Do many die in this way?" she asked. 

'^ More than the superior would like to report. The poor 
things are dragged away from all they love ; and then the 
life they live here is not the best for a child — at least they 
don't seem to thrive under it, although they have time 
enough to play. Some have more feeling than others, like 
this poor thing here ; and such children nearly all pine 
away and die in the end." 

"But when they find the child can not live, will not the 
parents be informed, that they may at least see her once 
more 1" 

The nun shook her head : 

"Why should they? They wouldn't be allowed to take 
her home and nurse her well again. She'll die, and maybe 
they wont know it for months or years, maybe never ; for 
the inquiries of the Huguenots about their children that are 
brought here are never answered." 

" But is this right f Can it be right 1" 

" I don't know : the father confessor says it must be so, 
and what he says we are bound to do. If it's wrong, he vidll 
have the burden to bear before the Yiigin and the saints, 
and not we who obey him." 

Here was expressed the true Bomish spirit — submission 
to authority without reflecting on individual responsibility ; 
and Irene turned despondently toward the helpless little 
victim who was to be the next sacrifice to this great Jugger- 
naut, which for centuries had rolled upon its ruthless course 
as recklessly as did the car of the Pagan idol bearing with 
it the cries and groans of martyred thousands. 

" What shall we do for the child ?" asked Irene. 

The nun made a prescription from her simple pharmaco- 
poeia, and then said, 

" If she grows worse, we must send to the Dominican 
monastery for one of the brothers, who is a skillful leech. 
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He may be able to do Bomething; but I am afraid the case 
is a bad one." 

Irene engaged to apply her remedies^ and the sick child 
was left to her care. In spite of all her ^orts to alleviate 
her snfferings, she grew n^idlj worse, and by night£all was 
raying in a paroxysm of brain fever. The monk was sum- 
moned, but pronounced the case a hopeless one. He directr- 
ed some trifling remedies that might allay the delirium, and 
then left with the assurance that within twenty-four hours 
the young life they had destroyed would cany its sad tale 
of wrong to Him who said, ^^ Suffer little children to come 
unto me, uid forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom 
of Heaven." 

As night approached, the little sufferer was removed to the 
sick ward; and Irene watched beside her through the long 
hours of darkness. In her delirium, she again fsmcied the &ir 
face that bent above her to be her mother's, and words of fond 
endearment came from her lips. Her nurse encouraged the 
happy delusion, and she prattled on of the home she would 
never again behold, until that long sleep of exhaustion 
which only ends in dissolution bound her failing senses. 

The struggle had been a brief one, for there was no 
strength to resist the approaches of the shining angel ; and 
as Irene prayed for the departing spuit, she felt that his pres- 
ence was a blessing to this helpless little one. But, ah I 
what consolation could be afforded to the bereaved parents, 
to whom the fate of their beloved one must remain "a doubt 
and anguish, a despair," through long years, perhaps through 
life 1 The old nun had spoken the truth : the child's death 
would never be made known to them ; for the priests well 
knew that it would be a consolation to know that she was 
safe ynth. Him in whose precepts they believed, rather than 
in their power. 

Soon after day dawned, the nun came in to look after the 
sick child : her head was supported in the arms of Irene, and 
the sunken features and feeble respiration told their own sad 
tale. 
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'' Ah 1" 8dd she, *' I thought this would be the end ; but 
I did not think she would go quite so soon. Let me place 
her on the bed, madeuKHselle ; she will lie just as easy there, 
and you look nearly worn out" 

" No," replied Irene. *< She believed her mother was 
beside h^r, and, in her absence^ I will endeavor to fill her 
place. Let her die in my arms, and may her sinless spirit 
bear to heaven a petition for one who, like herself, is far 
from all that once made life precious to her." 

The old woman regarded the two compassionately ; but she 
made no reply. Life to her had long been a round of mo- 
notonous duties, performed with mechanical precision; for 
which, in a future state, she hoped to receive a reward pro- 
portioned to their want of interest here. She left the apart- 
ment to summon the pfiest to administer l^e last rites to the 
dying. He came, and hurried through them with disgrace- 
ful haste, though he was careful to have the child removed 
from contact with her heretical friend while they proceeded. 

The hours passed slowly on, and with them the &dnt in- 
dications of life in the dying child grew momentarily more 
feeble, until they altogether ceased. Irene gently laid the 
still form upon the couch. She was exhausted by her long 
vigils, and lefl the remaining duties to be performed by the 
nuns, while she sought her own apartment, and threw her- 
self upon the bed to gain a few hours of repose. 

From this she was aroused by a message from the supe- 
rior, who desired to see her in her private room. Hastily 
arranging her disordered dress, she proceeded at once to 
obey the summons. She found the lady alone, holding m 
her hand a note, evidently very hurriedly written. She did" 
not invite Irene to be seated, but said at once, 

*^ Here are two gentlemen at the grate who desire an in- 
terview with you, mademoiselle ; and although I do not often 
grant such a favor, I shall concede this to you. You are at 
liberty to converse with them." 

<^ Who are they?" asked Irene, deeply excited at this an- 
nouncement. 
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" The writer of this note is Captain Delmont ; and as 
your uncle has expressed a wish that he shall sometimes see 
you, I shall permit it on this occasion." 

Irene's heart sunk, and she asked, 

''Who, then, is his companion 1" 

'' One you will gladly welcome, mademoiselle ; and when 
you leam who it is you are about to meet, you will not think 
our rule altogether one of iron. Your brother waits to see 
you at the grate, and you haye my permission to meet him." 

Irene did not need a second permission. Scarcely paus- 
ing to thank the superior, she left the room with steps 
winged by excitement, and flew through the corridors, until 
she reached the passage leading to the entrance. The por- 
tress was on guard as usual, and standing in the light, beyond 
the gloomy prison bars that held her captive, were two gen- 
tlemen. One of them stood back a little, and she apprecia- 
ted the delicacy of Captain Delmont in thus withdrawing 
from the vicinity of her brother and herself in the first mo- 
ments of their meeting. 

The grating was barely wide enough to permit their hands 
to pass through ; and sweet was it to Irene to feel the grasp 
of brotherly {Section once more. They gazed on each other 
with moistened eyes, and, after the first deep emotion was 
over, Irene murmured, 

" Oh, Gerauld I where is our fether 1 Have you seen him? 
Can you tell me any thing of him?" 

"I trust and believe he has escaped. Such information 
as I have been able to obtain leads me to that conclusion ; 
but I shall make farther inquiries, and endeavor to gain a 
clew to the spot that affords him an asylum. My darling 
sister, you have suffered deeply ; but now, I trust, a bright- 
er hour is coming for us all." 

" Brighter I Oh, brother I do you know that Claude, my 
own Claude, is condemned to die — to be burned? that he 
must perish, because he will not recant?" and an expression 
of wild anguish swept over her face that alarmed him for 
her sanity. 
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Lefevre glanced around, and saw that Delmont, as he 
promised, had engaged the nun in conyersation. He bent 
his head, and spoke in a guarded tone : 

^^ Hope for the best, Irene ; only lend yourself to the plans 
of Delmont and myself, and we will rescue both you and 
Claude." 

''What are they?" she asked, with feverish interest. 
'' Only save him — save him, brother ! and I care little what 
becomes of myself." 

'' Irene," he impressively asked, '' can you not trust im- 
plicitly to the honor of Delmont?" 

" I have good cause to know that I can," she i-eplied ; 
''but remember that he loves me, Gerauld, and do not ask 
too much of his noble nature. I can never be sufficiently 
grateful to Captain Delmont for his conduct toward me 
while I was in the house of my unde. Though designedly 
thrown with me day after day, when he became convinced 
that I could not return his affection, he acted with such del- 
icacy and tact as to screen me from the fierce anger of the 
Sieur de Montour. To him I owe the little forbearance that 
was shown to me there." 

"I thank you, my dear girl, for this testimony to his 
worth; I can now trust him as implicitly as my heart 
prompted me from the first to do. Irene, if you will con- 
sent to receive the addresses of Delmont, our uncle promises 
that the fate of Chastain shall be changed to exile for life. 
Cruelty must be met by craft, and there is nothing left for 
us now but to accept his terms. You will then be recalled 
to the chateau, and in the certainty that you will soon be- 
come the bride of Delmont, more liberty will be granted 
you. I shall remain quietly in the neighborhood of Nismes, 
and when our plans for an elopement are matured, our no- 
ble friend will see us safe beyond the frontiers. Have no 
scruples with regard to Delmont, for he is aware that, in ef- 
fecting your escape, it is as the bride of another." 

" He knows, then, how near Claude is to me? Oh, Ge- 
rauld ! if he is saved from the fate that threatens him, whith- 
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er will he be sent I Can I not go with him in his exile t 
I care not for privations ; only let me cling to his side." 

«M7 dear sister, that will be impassible; for, if spared^ 
Chastaln will inevitably be sent to Canada, whence he must 
manage to escape and join usin Virginia, whither my steps 
will be tmned when once we are out of this oppressed land." 

Irene stood with bowed head, and her lips moired a few 
moments ; then she looked up, and spoke gently and firmly : 

''Brother, I submit to the will of Heaven. It may be 
years before Claude and mys^ meet agidn, but I firmly be- 
lieve that, even on earth, we shall be reunited^ In this hope 
I willlive on, and strc^le for help to bear the burden laid 
on me. See him, Gerauld — ^tell him that I will be true to 
him throughout aU the years of my life. I wiU look for- 
ward to our reunion in heaven, if on earth it may never 
be." 

"I will tell him your exact words^ my dear aster; and 
in future years, when we look back to this sad hour, when 
seated in security beneath our own roof tree in the land we 
will cause to blossom with plenty, that assurance will be a 
dear and precious memory to the heart of him you have so 
truly blessed with your love. Oh 1 if pne heart had for me 
cherished such afieciion, I i^ould hot now bear with me this 
load of anguish and disappointment, more difficult to endure 
than even our wrecked fortunes." 

"Poor brother!" said Irene, tenderly, '' Eugema doeis not 
comprehend the severity of the^ blow she has inflicted on 
you, or she would have^paused before consenting to become 
a nun." 

''How is she, Irene? How does she look 1" asked the 
lover. " I would risk my life to see her, if only for a mo- 
ment ; yet I know it is madness to desire it. Is she, can 
she be, happy in the prospect before her V* 

" She appears so ; and she steadfastly refuses to listen to 
any thing that may disturb her peacej^l trust in the future. 
In a few more days she takes the veil, and on that occa- 
sion yon may behold her for the last time." 
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" Yes ; I may gaze on her, dad in the mockery of hndeX 
robes, at the burial of hope, love, and life. My poor Euge- 
nia ! I feel that she is giving herself up to future remorse, 
and utter weariness of life, in the miserable seclusion which 
shuts her out from human sympathy, and may in time ren- 
der her as hard and fanatical as our uncle himself." 

"No, Gerauld, Eugenia will never become that. The 
tenderness of her nature may make her a martjrr to the 
cause she believes to be right ; but truth, love, and consci- 
entiousness will always be the rules of her life." 

" I believe that, Irene, and yet I must lose her — ^must re- 
linquish her to the direful influence of the priests. That is 
the bitterness of the trial ; and if her father is permitted to 
look down and behold the results of his want of firmness in 
training her in his own faith, bitter must be his punishment." 

" My brother, let the dead rest in peace ; doubtless M. Al- 
tenberg believed he was acting for the best. I see the por- 
tress is becoming impatient, and we must end even this nn- 
siatisfactory interview. When can we meet again ?" 

" That depends on our uncle. When he reclaims you, 
Delmont will again bring us together. Adieu, dear Irene ; 
I will, if possible, see Claude. I must send a greeting to 
Eugenia. Tell her that my life is desolate ; but hers, I 
trust, will be as Yi&p^jaB she hopes to find it in the future." 

He tenderly prised her hand to his lips, and Captain 
Delmont approached. He said, 

"The portress tells me that we have staid to the utmost 
limit of our time. Mademdiselle, your brother has ex- 
plained all : can you trust me 1" 

"I can— I do," replied Irene, with tremulous sweetness; 
" and I thank you more than words can express." 

" And I, Irene, will endeavor to find happiness in saving 
him you love." 

He bowed low before her, and the heavy door swung to: 
the young girl, with a lightened, but still a very sad heart, 
went slowly to her room. She found Eugenia there await- 
ing her ; as Irene entered, she said. 
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<< I learned just now that your little patient is dead, and 
I came to console you ; for truly the poor child seemed to 
have wound herself into your heart, even in the few days 
you have known her." 

'< Sweet little angel! she is at rest, and I do not regret 
it. I should rather have needed consolation if I had remem- 
bered her poor, wist^ face after I leave ; for Adele would 
never have been happy here." 

" Leave !" repeated Eugenia. " Is there any chance of 
that, Irene?" and she grew slightly pale as she asked the 
question. 

'< There is, Eugenia. My brother has returned ; my un- 
cle will again receive me at the chateau, and I shall proba- 
bly be summoned to leave you in a few more hours." 

The novice sunk on a seat and covered her £bu» with her 
hands, while her frame. shook with emotion she vainly en- 
deavored to repress. Irene drew near, and sat down beside 
her. 

^^ Eugenia," she softly said, ^^ my brother loves you still ; 
he bids me say — ^" 

^^Stop! stay I" exclaimed Eugenia, with suddenly as- 
sumed composure. ^^ It is not fitting that the affianced bride 
of Christ should listen to such words from any mortal lover. 
My grief is caused by parting fi*om you, Irene ; but when 
old ties and old associations begin to renew their influence 
over me, it is time that we should go on our widely severed 
paths. The life that is dedicated to Heaven should permit no 
earthly feeling of affection to mar its singleness of purpose." 

'^And must the living, beating heart be crushed down 
until it responds to no emotion of feeling before it is a fit- 
ting offering at the shrine of Him who uttered the injunc- 
tion ^ love one another V Oh ! my friend, my heart bleeds 
over the illusion from which you will one day be aroused, 
and find that in place of a living and vital faith you have 
embraced only the dust and ashes of a dead paganism, 
clothed, like the apples of Sodom, with a beauty that only 
veils the rottenness within." 
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Eugenia regarded her with an expression of horror. 

" This from you, Irene ! It is hlasphemj I it is sacrilege, 
thus to speak of the Universal Mother, from whose great 
heart has flowed all the light the world has known." 

"And you really believe this, my poor, benighted one? 
I thought that the truths of History and Bevelation had 
taught you a better lesson ; for you have been instructed in 
them by one who had over you the influence both of author- 
ity and aflection." 

Eugenia understood the allusion, and she replied, 

*'My father could not himself have been entirely con- 
vinced, or he would not have permitted his only child to 
be educated in a diflerent belief. That fact has had great 
weight with me in determining the course I have pursued. 
Had he been certain he was in the right path, he would not 
have suffered me to depart from it. Say no more, Irene — ^it 
is only cruel ;" and she looked so pale and distressed that 
her friend felt self-condemned for having wounded her; 
though she felt that she was only performing an imperative 
duty in what she believed to be their last hours of com- 
munion on earth. 

In the mean time, Lefevre and Delmont returned to 
Nismes, and made many strenuous efforts to gain an inter- 
view with Claude Chastain ; but all their attempts proved 
fruitless. The prisoners were to be executed on the morrow, 
and all access to them was positively forbidden. 

Late in the evening, worn out with the exertions and dis- 
appointments of the day, they returned to the cottage in the 
dell, to seek such repose as might be found in contemplation 
of the outrage to be consummated on the following morn- 
ing. Lefevre had made such inquiries as were possible con- 
cerning the fate of his &ther ; and all the information he 
could glean tended to confirm him in the belief that he had 
escaped to the sea-coast, and by this time was probably safe 
upon some foreign shore. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

The following morning was ushered in with one of the 
most terrific storms that had for years swept over the prov- 
ince of Languedoc Late in the season as it was, thunder 
rattled from peak to peak of the mountains, and their lofty 
summits often seemed veiled in sheets of living flame from 
the angry heavens ahove. 

For two hours the strife of the elements continued, and 
the superstitious looked on with trembling awe, in the be- 
lief that the visible judgment of Heaven was about to visit 
their city as a punishment for the terrible sacrifice that was 
to be consummated there on that day. But the fury of the 
storm expended itself among the mountains. In the town 
of Nismes but one building was injured, and that injury 
was interpreted by the Huguenots as a signal rebuke to 
their enemies. 

Over the door of the Cathedral a shafl of marble was in- 
serted, which bore on it the words, 

"The true Church of the ijvino God." 

This was rent in twain, and the inscription so shattered as 
to be no longer legible. When informed of the accident, 
the abbot sneeringly .remarked, 

<^ The heretics will interpret this into a judgment, and a 
refutation of our claim to be the only true fold. But even 
if Nature does repudiate it, they shall not do so with im- 
punity." 

He gave orders for the instant removal of the ruins, and 
before the day closed in a new shaft, with the same inscrip- 
tion, replaced the old one. 

Gradually the clouds rolled away ; the sun broke forth 
bright and warm, and, with recovered spirits, the inhabit- 
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ants prepared to witness the spectacle of tlie auto da fi 
with feelings as widely different as were their rdigious prej* 
udices. The ceremcmies of the day commenced by the toll- 
ing of all the bells in town ; and the lugubrious peal was 
never for one moment dackened until darkness veiled the 
place in a gloom scarcely as deep as the religious night 
which prevailed there. 

The military, in full uniform, were accompanied by bands, 
stationed at intervals in the procession, playing dirges of a 
mournful character as they marched slowly toward the pub- 
lic square. Then came the clergy in full canonicals, attend- 
ed by a choir of sing^B, who chanted the service for the 
dead as they proceeded through the crowded streets— ^or 
on that day eveiy one forsook his calling to witness tiie ex- 
ecution of three men, convicted of no crime save a desire 
to worship God in a purer spirit than that taught by the 
Church of Bome^ • 

The procession paused in firont of the Cathedral, and the 
three prisbners were brought forth with bare feet, and clothed 
in the dress of the condemned. Thus far Chastain had re- 
ceived no intimation that a gleam of hope existed that his 
&te was not as certainly decided as that of his companions. 
He looked pale and worn with suffering, but he was calm 
and firm in the contemplation of the fieiy ordeal before him, 

Laval, sustained, as ever, by the strength of his faith, 
looked with burning ^es upon the cn>wd that hemmed 
them in — some exulting over, others pitying the unfortu- 
nate victims of religious fanaticism. Gaunt, wild, and 
wretched, he raised his voice at intervals, and interrupted 
the chanting of the priests by uttering the terrible denunci- 
ations of Scripture against the persecutors of the faithful ; 
nor could all the efforts of the priests stop him. In this 
last hour he would be heard. 

But the most touchiug spectacle was the venerable form 
of M. Lecroix. Although vei^g toward his seventieth 
year, his age, his piety, nor his heavenly patience under 
torture, had moved his cruel tormentors. As one who had 
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long defied them — ^who had exposed the base corruptions 
and heathen blindness of the Church, which, to the priest- 
hood, is of more importance than God himself, the pastor I 
of the desert was peculiarlj obnoxious; and when thej 
found him in their power, they ruthlesslj wreaked their 
yengeanoe on his feeble and worn-out body. His limbs 
were racked until his joints were dislocated ; in that con- 
dition he had been subjected to the most awful of all pun- 
ishments — breaking on the wheel; and now, a helpless 
mass of physical agony, he lay upon the hurdle on which 
they had placed him, his mangled form covered with the 
condemned robes, and his silvery locks stained with blood | 
from his own wounds. Life yet beat in his suffering body ; ' 
and, lest it should escape, and the last ordeal be unfelt, a | 
priest, skilled in medicine, was beside him, who at inter- , 
vals forced a stimulant between his locked and rigid lips. } 

A priest walked on each side of the other prisoners, ex- 
horting them to redeem their lives by recantation, which, i 
even at this hour, would be listened to. During the whole | 
of their imprisonment, threats, promises, and importunities 
had alternately been used to shake their firmness ; and to I 
Chastain especially every inducement had been held out ^ 
which could be supposed capable of moving him. 

Life, love, and happiness were again and again offered him 
as the reward of concession, and often his soul was sorely j 

shaken within him ; but a strength he scarcely comprehend- 
ed was given him to spurn the temptation, and remain true I 
to the belief he had embraced from the sincere convictions 
of his mind. He had requested permission to write a few 
lines to L<ene before being led to his fate ; but, exasperated 
at his firmness, the privilege had been refused him. | 

Slowly the melancholy cortege advanced, sending forth a 
wild miserere as it went, accompanied by the dull reverber- 
ation of innumerable feet as the crowd poured toward the 
central square, where the funereal pyre had been erected 
beneath the walls of an ancient Roman amphitheatre, in 
which had formerly perished the Christian martyr, torn by 
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wild beasts, amidst the exalting shouts of thousands of ^spec- 
tators. It was a fitting spot on which to re-enact those bar- 
barous scenes. The actors were only changed : then it was 
the pagan who hurled the Christian to the hungry lion ; 
now it was the Christian himself warring against his broth- 
er, and destroying him in the name of the God they both 
professed to worship : and those old walls looked down, a 
silent witness of both — a monument to the inconsistency 
and blind zeal of man. 

Chastain, as he moved forward, looked around to see if 
a friendly £sbce would beam on him from the crowd in his 
present desolate condition. Many a silent and sympathetic 
greeting came to him, not only from those who believed 
with him, but from many who were £uthful adherents of 
the Church from which he was punished for seceding. At 
length his eye fell on a £sice he had not hoped to behold 
again on earth ; for he was not aware of the return of Ge- 
rauld Lefevre, and, as their eyes met, his heart beat wildly 
with the thoughts that crowded in a tumult through his 
brain. Lefevre made a sign to him, which he did not com- 
prehend, for it intimated hope, and that gentle light had 
faded so utterly from his mind, that it was difficult to re- 
lume it again. 

They reached the ^tal spot. An immense funereal pyre, 
with three stakes rising from the centre, occupied the open 
space in front of the amphitheatre. The hurdle was brought 
forward, on which the shattered form of the pastor of the 
desert was placed, and the priests made a last appeal to 
him to enter the Church, and thus save his soul from ever- 
lasting perdition. He comprehended the insulting mockery 
to which he was subjected in his feeble and dying condi- 
tion. Exerting all his remaining strength, he raised his 
head, and, in a voice that pierced the crowd around, said, 

" Return to the Church of Rome I No I Rather would 
I say to all who hear me, in the words of holy Writ, * Come 
out of her, my people, that ye be not partakers of her sins, 
and that ye receive not her plagues V " 
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He sunk back >quite exhausted by die effort, and the abbot 
made a sign to remove him to the last scene of suffering. 
Careless hands lifted the mangled form, from which a few 
groans only were elicited by this new torture. Unable to 
hold himself erect, his body was sustained by the chains that 
bound him to the stake, while his venerable head drooped 
forward and lay upon his breast, a spectacle of pity to every 
heart not closed to humanity; imd many tears were shed, 
even by those who thought he had wandered from the right 
path. 

The same form of entreaty was then gone through widi 
Laval ; but he raised up his voice, and proclaimed, in tones 
of thunder, 

" < They smite down thy people, oh Lord, and trouble thine 
heritage.' <They gather them together against the soul 
of the righteous, and condemn the iimocent blood.' >They 
have imagined craftily gainst thy people, and taken coun- 
sel against thy secret ones.' " 

Exasperated against him on account of his determined 
contumacy, the chief among the priests stood forth, holding 
the cross high above his head, and replied, in a sonorous 
voice, 

^^'God standeth in the congregation of princes; he is a 
judge among gods.' <I will smite down his foes before 
his face, and plague them that hate him.' 'When sen- 
tence is given upon him, let him be condemned, and let his 
prayOT be turned into sin.' < Let his children be vaga- 
bonds, and beg their bread.' " 

The signal was given to remove Laval also to the pile; 
but as he went, he took up a portion of the same psalm, and 
in spite of their efforts to stop him, continued : 

'< ' His delight was in cursing, and it shall happen unto 
him.' « He loved not blessing, therefore shall it be fer 
from him.' * He clothed himself with cursing as with a gar- 
ment, and it shall be unto him as a cloak that he hath upon 
him, and as a girdle that he is always girdled withal.' " 

A ball was thrust into his mouth, and the reverend in- 
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qnisitor was detennined to have the Iftst word. He raised 
his symbol, and exclaimed in tones that seemed to reverb- 
erate above the crowd, while he pointed with his left hand 
to the two bound forms, 

^^ ^ And the people shall know that this is thj hand, and 
that thou, Lord, hast done it.' " 

^^ Amen," was echoed by all the priests; but there were 
f^w hearts in the crowd that gave credence to his words. 
Then the abbot turned to Chastain, 

<<My son, even at the eleventh hour, the heart of the 
Mother of God is moved to intercede for the erring. As 
Christ saved the male£Eictor on the cross, so are we ready to 
offer you the right hand of Christian fellowship once more, 
if you will give^the worship of a true heart to that faith 
which our great Head taught on earth." 

" I do offer that worship, daily and hourly," replied Chas- 
tain, '< and for thait alone I am here, condemned to die by 
that Church which claims to be the only exponent of the 
truth. I must expiate my sincere convictions of right by 
the fearful ordeal before me ; but I shrink not from it. I 
avow myself a member of that Catholic or universal Church 
to which all the true followers of Christ belong; but I am 
no longer a Papist. I disclaim all communion with those 
who falsify the teachings of the Gospel ; who insult the di- 
vinity of Christ, by placing above him a mere mortal wo- 
man, in the person of the Virgin Mary." 

Had the whole of this address been audible to the crowd, 
Chastain's chance of escape would have been small indeed ; 
but at that point where he avowed himself a member of the 
Catholic Church, at a signal from the abbot, the drums 
sounded a deafening peal, which completely drowned the 
sound of his voice. That avowal was quite sufficient for 
their purpose, and the concluding words were unheard. The 
prisoner was forcibly prevented from making any farther 
attempt to gain a hearing, for the priest waved his hand to- 
ward the people, and in a loud voice proclaitned, 

" In consideration of the confession of this our beloved 
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son, Claude Chastain, of a belief in the holy Catholic 
Church, his punishment is commuted to exile. He will 
join, a party of Huguenots who leave for Montpellier to- 
day, there to be shipped for Canada ; and may the Virgin 
and all the saints have mercy upon him, as we have, and 
keep him in the right way." 

Chastain made violent efforts to obtain a hearing, but 
those around him fordby withheld him ; and he was hur- 
ried from the scene to the outskirts of the town, where a 
party of both sexes and all ages, from twelve upward, were 
chained tc^ther in pairs preparatory to setting out for their 
port of embarkation for a land which offered them a life of 
slavery, in a climate widely contrasted with the sunny one 
from which they were exiled. 

The sad scene he had left proceeded. The pyre was 
lighted, and the victims perished by its unutterable torture 
to the sound of the hymns charited by the exulting priests. 
No evidence of weakness was wrung from either of them. 
The pastor was too far gone to suffer long. At the moment 
of lighting the pile, the gag was removed from the mouth 
of Laval, and one of the men thrust an iron crucifix against 
his lips, from which he recoiled, for it was heated until it 
seared the skin as it touched it. 

" Behold !" he exclaimed, " how this lost and ruined 
wretch shrinks from the holy symbol of our &ith." 

Laval glared on him with his wild black eyes, but he 
thought him unworthy of a retort. He turned to the crowd, 
and continued to proclaim his steadfast belief in the ulti- 
mate triumph of the cause for which he suffered, until the 
rising flames stifled him. 

These extreme proceedings shocked even many of the 
Papists, and the Huguenots left the scene more firmly con- 
vinced than before that no safety remained to them save 
in the abandonment of home and country. 

Lefevre tarried no longer than Chastain's removal. He 
followed him, in the hope that an opportunity would be ob- 
tained of speaking with him ; but the offidils were on the 
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alert to prevent communication with any one; and after 
lingering around the hapless party until they set out on 
their melancholy journey, he rejoined Delmont. He in- 
formed him that it was his intention to set out himself for 
Montpellier, that he might witness the emharkation of the 
prisoners, and obtain a last interview with his friend pre- 
vious to his departure. 

^< It is best that you shall do so," replied Delmont, grave- 
ly ; ^^ and I would advise you to lay aside your uniform, and 
assume the dress of a citizen ; for I have received from a 
friend an intimation that orders commanding your arrest 
have been sent from Paris." 

^'I looked for something of the kind, from a singular 
warning I received a few hours before my departure from 
the city. Truly, the King of France himself seems to have 
adopted the motto of the Church — " that no fisdth is to be 
kept with heretics." I will assume a disguise that shall 
baffle them ; and while I go on a mission to Chastain, you 
can complete our arrangements here. On my return, I will 
fly with Irene from this miserable country, and seek such 
contentment as I may now find in erecting another home in 
the forests of the West." 

They put spurs to their horses, and gained the cottage as 
speedily as possible. With the assistance of Ammonet, Ge- 
rauld was soon metamorphosed into a plain countryman, 
and his fine-blooded war-horse was exchanged for the heav- 
ier one of the dragoon. Thus equipped, he left the valley as 
the sun was setting ; and it was well for him that his move- 
ments were so rapid, for within an hour after his departure 
the cottage was visited by those commissioned to arrest him, 
and great was their chagrin at learning his escape. 

Captain Delmont had also left, and the shrewd replies of 
Ammonet entirely misled the dragoons in their pursuit of 
the fugitive. 

In the mean time, the wretched procession of captives had 
set out on their journey to Montpellier^ Delicate women, 
who had never before known hardship, and dged and nearly 
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helpless men, were handcuffed and tied together. They 
walked through the day, and at night were consigned to a 
loathsome prison in a village on the route, without a bed on 
which to lie, and supplied with only a scanty portion of 
bread and water, that barely sufficed to sustain life. 

Chastain was young and strong in comparison with many 
of his fellow-captives ; though his sufferings during his long 
imprisonmoat had greatly reduced him. The companion 
assigned him was an old man of seventy, who had once been 
a lai^ landed proprietor, noted for the spirit of justice and 
benevolence which had characterized him ; and to him Chas- 
tain gladly extended tHe asastance of his stronger arm in 
getting over the weary way. 

The enduring fortitude which sustained these people was 
wonderfuL Though ready to sink from exhaustion, they 
struggled on, uttering no complaint ; only asking strength 
to bear their burden with that patience which had charac- 
terized Him who had even died that they might have ever- 
lasting life. 

Just before they reached Montpellier, the companion oC 
Chastain died of &tigue ; and they paused a short time 
while the dragoons that guarded them dug a shallow grave, 
into which they threw him, with no prayer to consecrate 
the burial. The Huguenots would have sung and prayed 
over his remains, but this privilege was refused them, and 
they were hurried &om the spot : only in their hearts could 
they consecrate the memory of this martyr to his con- 
stancy. 

They reached Mont|Sellier in a wretched condition, and 
found, awaiting thdr arrival, many more exiles in as bad 
plight as themselves. A vessel was already waiting for its 
human cargo, and they were at once marched to the water's 
edge. There a crazy, miserable-looking ship lay at anchor, 
incapable of accommodating with comfort more than half 
the prisoners ; but that was a matter of small moment to 
the inhuman men that doomed them to such a fate. 

To an experienced eye the vessel was evidently unseawor- 
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thj ; and in addition to the anguish of being torn from their 
native land, and cast upon a foreign shore in a state of most 
calamitous servitude, was the fear that the7 would perish 
on the sea. Parents were here whose children had been 
forcibly torn fi*om them to be placed under Bomish instruc- 
tion ; and at one blow they were thus severed from home 
and children, never again even to hear the fate of their be- 
loved little ones. Wives were separated from their hus- 
bands, and young girls and lads &r away &om the parental 
roof. 

So great an accimiulation of misery is difficult to imag- 
ine ; yet such were the scenes enacted for so long a series of 
years, that the heart sickens to recall their horrors. The 
prisoners were released from their handcuff, and conducted 
to the cabin of the ship. She had been fitted up for freight, 
and had few accommodations for passengers ; three bundled 
of whom were thrust into her, with no stores for a sea-voy- 
age; rarely even possessing a change of raiment, and at 
an inclement season of the year bound to a land of snow 
and ice. 

Among the crowd a countryman was seen looking anx- 
iously around him, a^ if seeking some one in whom he was 
interested. At length his eye fell on a young man who em- 
ployed himself busily in assisting those among the wretched 
exiles that seemed most to need it. He made his way to 
him, touched him on the shoulder, and spoke a few words 
in his ear. A fervent grasp of the hand was the response, 
and Chastain said, in a guarded tone, 

" It is well you spoke, Gerauld, for your disguise is really 
perfect. I should never have known you.'* 

'' So much the better ; for I suspect I shall need its pro- 
tection," replied Lefevre. <^But come with me, Claude; 
I have followed you to hold a last communion with you be- 
fore we part." 

'^And Irene 1" asked Chastain, with solicitude, as they 
threaded their way through the swaying crowd — "how 
does she bear up against all this sorrow ? Since that hour 
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of fearful separation, I have been refused all commumcatioQ 
with her, and all information concerning her." 

^^Mj sister has shown more fortitude than I expected: 
she has suffered deeply, but she still hopes for the future. 
She bids me assure you of her fidelity to the last hour of her 
life ; and she cherishes the belief that Heaven will reunite 
you, even in this world." 

^^ My noble— my precious Irene ! Tell her that all my 
efforts shall be directed to that end ; and if human perse- 
verance can accomplish it, I wiU join you in whatever land 
your wanderings may find a haven." 

Lefevre had bribed the captain to permit him to come on 
board and have the use of his private cabin for half an hour. 
Thither he led Chastain, and closed the door. He then 
earnestly said, 

<' Claude, I do not believe it is designed that this ship 
shall ever reach its destination. A single storm must make 
a complete wreck of her ; and at this season they may with 
certainty be expected. It is terrible to see this freight of 
human life consigned to inevitable destruction, with as little 
remorse as if they were so many dogs or horses." 

'^I have thought the same myself, ever since I saw the 
ship," replied Chastain, gloomily. '^ But there is no help 
for us ; we are so carefully guarded, that there is no hope 
of escape, even if the land we have left afforded us an asy- 
lum. I am a strong swimmer, and may have a chance for 
my life, if the worst comes." 

" ' Forewarned is forearmed,' you know, Claude ; gloomy 
as is the prospect, while there is strength and life, there is 
hope ; and for Irene's sake, you will strive to escape the 
calamities that menace you. My &ther, I believe, has left 
France, for I can obtain no clew to him there ; and, by the 
assistance of a friend, I hope to gain the sea-side in com- 
pany with Irene, at a point where an English vessel has 
been engaged to take off a party of refugees. I shall pro- 
ceed to London for the purpose of procuring land in the 
colony of Virginia. Thither we will emigrate, and. en- 
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deavor to make a new home^ and new interests in Ufa If 
we succeed in our plans/ Claude, jou will find us on the 
banks of James Biver ; if not, death will interrupt them, 
and in heaven we will all be reunited." 

^<I will bear in mind all you have said, Gerauld; and 
if human power can achieve it, we will greet each other 
once more in the wilds of the New World,*' 

Again thej warmly grasped each other's hands, and then 
impulsively embraced. Chastain took his knife from his 
pocket, and, severing one of his dark locks, gave it to Le- 
fevre as a parting token to Irene. The remainder of their 
interview passed rapidly away, and both w«% surprised 
when a rough head was thrust into the door, and the voice 
of the captain spoke : 

" Time's up, mess-mate, and you had better be leaving ; 
for the officers are on board searching for some man they 
are in pursuit o^ who was expected to come here to see 
one of the prisoners." 

<' It is you they seek, without doubt," whispered Claude. 
<< Leave me at once, Gerauld ; to be seen with me would 
betray you, in spite of your disguise." 

" I will baffle them yet," he sternly replied. " Remem- 
ber, Chastain, all I have said ; and I trust in God we shall 
meet under happier auspices." 

^^In His m^rcy is our only hope^ for that of man seems 
at an en^" replied Claude, as they once more embraced, 
and then parted. 

Lefeyre raised bis tall form to its foil height, and walked 
deliberately through the crowd until he gained the side of 
the ship. No attempt was made to stay his progress, al- 
though he passed close beside one of the officers who was 
describing his person, and o£fering a liberal reward to any 
one who would assist in capturing him. He trusted to a 
pair of £Etlse whiskers and eyebrows to conceal his identity; 
and the man himself did not for an instant dream that the 
tall countryman, who came so fearlessly forward, was the 
very person of whom he was in pursuit. Lefevre passed 
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down the ship's nde, reached terra firma in safety, and care- 
lessly sauntered toward the stable in which he had left his 
horse. He had ordered him to be kept in readiness for 
bun at any moment, and he lost no time in momiting and 
rapidly lea^g Montpellier behind him. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

The day after the interview with her brother, Irene was 
recalled to the Chateau de Montour, and Eugenia was 
again left to the companionship of the sisters. The part- 
ing of the friends was painftd in the extreme, for both be- 
lieved it to be final. Eugenia wept with a degree of pas- 
sionate regret, for which she bitterly reproached herself, 
yet which she had no power to control. A ftdnt, scarcely 
acknowledged fear, began to steal into the mind of the 
young novice that she had mistaken her vocation ; that her 
heart, in spite of all her efforts, still clung to worldly affec- 
tions; and she vaguely feared that the life, she was abouf to 
onbrace no longer seemed sufficient to satisfy the require- 
ments of her affectionate nature. 

Yet so great was the power established over her by the 
abbot, that she shrank from, the imagined sacrilege of the 
thought. Of late, she had been kept busy preparing for her 
profession. Father Antoine visited her daily, and instruct- 
ed her in the nature of the vows she was about to assume ; 
and it seemed strange to Eugenia that all the sanctity of 
those vows appeared to be lost in his explanations. The 
unsuspecting girl attributed this to her own sinfril feelings, 
and tried to become more worthy to dedicate herself to the 
service of Heaven by performing all the penances exacted 
of her with rigid scrupulousness. She spent many hours 
of the night kneeling on the cold floor of the chapel, earn- 
estly praying for help, until, exhausted and shivering with 
cold, she crept to her couch to weep over the faUen state 
of that nature which could not utterly repudiate every 
earthly feeling and affection at the command of fanaticism. 

Eugenia also deeply reproached herself with the instinct^ 
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ive feeling of repiflsion that was gradually rising in her 
mind toward her spiritaal instructor. Her sensitive or- 
ganization conveyed to her an intuitive warning, which she 
considered as another evidence of the sinful and ungrateful 
nature that dared to harbor such feelings toward one who 
so zealously labored for her eternal weljGEu*e. 

In spite of all her efforts, the image of her gallant lover 
arose before her fSuM^, and her Hioujghts would wander to 
that future which might have been but for her own choice 
of a conventual life. With a shudder such thoughts were 
thrust aside, and a voluntary penance endured for the sin, 
£eu: exceeding it in magnitude. 

Such was the condition of the unhappy girl's mind as the 
day of her professum approached. Late on the preceding 
evening the abbot came to hear her last confession, in an- 
ticipation of the ceremony of the morning. The novice 
was summoned to the private apartment of the superior, 
who immediately left them alone. Father Antoine had 
just risen from the enjoyment of an epicurean repast^ at 
which he had indulged in an unusual quantity of wine, and 
he was &r less on his guard than he had hitherto been. 
In fact, he considered the &te of the helpless Eugenia as 
now entirely in his hands, and he was less scrupulous as to 
the impression his words might make upon her. His pas^ 
sion for her had so completely mastered his prudence, that 
he no longer willed to repress iia expression ; and the meek 
submission she had hitherto shown encouraged him to hope 
that he could even induce jher to believe that no wrong 
could be committed where none was intended. The in- 
fraction of their vows, in permitting the mockery of a mar- 
riage service to unite them, would be sinless in the sight of 
Heaven, when absolution had been previously obtained from 
the highest authority in the Church, the Pope iiimsell 

The priest deluded himsdtf with the fond belief that he 
had won the 'affections of liie young girl, and his power 
over her imagination and her h^t must induce her to con- 
sent to any measure he sanctioned as rigjht. She would 
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have knelt before him to make her confession at onoe, but 
he took her hand, and said, in his most persuasive tone, 

<^ Come, my young friend, let us reason together a little 
while. Tell me how you are affected by the prospect that 
opens to you from to-morrow." 

Eugenia was too ingenuous to conceal the truth; she 
£untly answered, 

'^I am afraid it does not seem so happy to me, holy fa- 
ther, as it once did. I know not how it is ; but temptations, 
feelings I thought silenced forever, and thoughts at war 
with the saered vocation I am about to assume, assail me 
hourly ; and my life is a continued warfare against them," 
^^The subtle snares of the evil one, my gentle novice. 
But your cansdience is so delicate, that you- probablj give 
more weight to them than you should. You will soon 
learn that our Church is not ascetic ; refiising every indul- 
gence to her dutiful children. It i& necessary to impose 
this belief on the outside world, because we need the respect 
it inspires to support the factitious falH*ic we have raised as 
a monument to the superstition of man. Oh ! this Church 
of ours is a great institution I By its means we appropri- 
ate untold wealth ; we obtain the deferential respect of the 
world ; and in secret really enjoy all the pleasures life may 
offer." 

Eugenia listened in amazement and horror; this Ian* 
guage waa so new to her, so opposed to all her precon- 
ceived ideas, that she doubted the evidcsice of her own senses. 
She faltered, 

" What, then, beoomes of the pure worship of Grod, which 
you profess to make the object of your lives in separating 
yourselves from the world t" 

^^Do we not render it in our masses? in om* multiplied 
forms and spectacles? Surely we honor our Creator in 
every possible manner ; we have borrowed the most impos- 
ing ceremonies &om the Jews, the Pagans, and even the 
Magi of the East have contributed to the pomp and grand- 
eur of our service. We render solema adoration to God in 
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the mysteries of the sacraments, and then He is not so mi* 
reasonable as to ask that our earthly nature shall be entire- 
ly disregarded. The Church, in her clemency, provides for 
^e demands of the flesh by granting indulgences ; and those 
who, in public, are faithful in the peiformance of their du- 
ties may, in private, seek that which will contribute to their 
individual happiness." 

<' But this seems to me a terrible perveruon of the simple 
teachings of Christianity. Surely vital religion is not Ibund 
in mere forms; and will not God feel himself insulted by 
the offering of mere lip service, while his commands to live 
a pure and upright life are diar^ardedl" 

She spoke in a quiet tone, and the besotted priest went 
on in the belief that his words were produdi:^ the effect he 
desired: 

'< My charming little reasoner, do you not remember that 
it is said, < to the pure in heart all things are pure?' That 
is the motto of the priest when he seems to exceed the strict 
tenure of his vows. Besides, the burdenscmie monastic rules 
are of man's invention, and belonged sot to the primitive 
Church, as history will prove.'* 

^^ I do not refer to those ; but to the law of Christ and 
his Apostles, as set forth in the Sriptures," she replied, in 
a faltering tone ; for the assured manner of the priest alarm- 
ed her, and made her tremble, she scarcely knew why. He 
r^arded her with eyes beaming with earthly passion, and 
forcibly possessed himself of her hand, -as he said, 

'^Christ himself said, Hove one another,' and toward yoa 
I have too literally obeyed the command. I have no pow- 
er to control tha interest with which you inspire me." 

She sunk back nearly fainting, and the abbot hung over 
her in alarm. 

. *^ Does it so frighten you, my angel, to learn that even jn 
the cloister the light of human affection will be permitted to 
beam upon your path? See, I venture to show you the 
reality of the life you have embraced ; it daime not the re- 
linquishment of every tie." . . 



i 
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Eugenia recoiled from him in miaffected horror. She 
exclaimed, 

^^ And this jou dare to avow to me— -to me, who believed 
myself entering upon the sacred road that leads to heaven ; 
and in my first step in it I find &lsehood and infamy. Oh, 
Father in heaven ! save me — save me from this man I" 

She forcibly tore her hand from his gra^ and veiled her 
face with it, as if to shut out even the sight of what inspired 
her with such fear. Then he fixed his gleaming eyes upon 
her shrinking form, used his iron will against her feeble re- 
sistance, and gradually her hands drooped nervelessly upon 
her lap, unable to resist the subtile influence that compelled 
h^ to obey the impulse he chose to give her. Her pallid 
face lay before him deluged with tears ; the heavy fringes 
of her eyelids were slowly lifted, and her gaze met the £eu3- 
dnating one that was fixed upon her. 

^^ Eugenia," he whispered, in a triumphant tone, ^ by this 
magical power I know you to be my own. Besist my will 
you. can not ; for the strength is not in you. I have wound 
my subtile power around you until there is no escape ; but 
I have only done so to give you happiness. God nor na- 
ture ever designed us to stifie the strong yearning for affec- 
tion he has implanted within us. St. Paul said, ^let a 
bishop be the husband of one wife ;' and until several cen- 
turies had elapsed, this absurd canon of celibacy was not es- 
tablished in the Church. I have authority to evade it, which 
on earth can not be gainsaid. The Pope can grant even 
that, and I offer you the position of a beloved and honored 
wife. I am promised the rank of cardinal, and I will re- 
move to Bome and take you thither with me. I will place 
you in a house there even more lenient than this, ^nd the 
tie that unites us will be recognized by the few who will 
be aware of it as sacred as any that binds two human hearts 
in one." 

Eugenia listened to his words without power to .interrupt 
them. She was like one bewildered in the mazes of a ter- 
rible dream, from which she would have been glad to arouse 
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herself by Bhrieldiig aloud. I^e slowlj Eudd, bs if commun- 
ing with herself 

<^ And f^cn* this I left a world in which I might have found 
sSection and respect. For this loathsome' offering of a heart 
that never knew the influence of Grod's pure spirit, though 
professedly devoted to His cause, I gave up the love of a 
noble and true nature. Oh ! Father of the helpless, how 
shall I struggle back to the right path ? How redeem my- 
self from the iniquitous toils into which I have blindly 
&Uenr 

'' That is now impossible, Eugenia. You belong to us ; 
and life itself will be the sacrifice if you now refuse to com- 
plete your professdon, I have absolute power over your 
fitte ; but I do not intend to abuse it, my child." 

The fumes of the wine were beginning to pass away, Mid 
the wily priest became aware that he had gone too far — 
that he had laid bare his intentions too early in the game : 
his influence was not so great as he had hoped, and he must 
endeavor to efface the evil impression he had made. As- 
suming his most persuasive tone, he said, 

*' Look up, my daughter 5 the ordeal is past, and you 
have nobly borne it. I spoke but in jest. I merely wish- 
ed to try if your heart is really so completely devoted to 
Heaten as to be inaccessible to temptation. I now know 
and feel that it is pure as gold thrice r^ned. Pardon me 
the pain I see I have inflicted upon you." 

He took this sudden tack, in the hope that the inexperi- 
ence and implicit faith hitherto shown by his victim would 
enable the shallow deception to pass. Eugenia listened to 
him passively. The shock she had received stunned her per- 
ceptions, and she felt that she must have time to reflect, to 
see if one gleam of hope remained that she could extricate 
herself from the tenible fate that awaited her. To tear 
herself from the inexplicable influence this evil man wield- 
ed over her was now the first desire of her heart ; for she 
shuddered to think what the future might develop. His 
subtle powers, of persuasion might even induce her to be- 
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lieve that right which she now considered unpardonable. 
He might in time bring her down to his own level, thus 
causing her to lose self-respect on earth, and the hope of 
salvation in heaven. 

She comprehended his power, and quailed before it with 
a mortal terror that made her frame shiver and her heart 
grow sick within her. She heard his voice sounding in her 
ears, uttering every assurance that could soothe her and 
restore confidence in himself; but the veil was rent, never 
again to be interposed between her soul and the hideous 
truth that stood revealed before her. In place of entering a 
house dedicated to the great Jehovah, as she had fondly be- , 
lieved, she found herself in a sink of impurity, out of which 
it seemed impossible that any good thing could come. She 
at last feebly asked, 

^^ Is it really impossible for me to retrace the steps I have 
taken!" 

" Quite impossible," was the emphatic reply. " You have 
gone too far to recoil. It is known far and wide that you 
will take the vows to-morrow, ajad they must be taken." 

" Can not some other one be substituted in my place 1" 
she despairingly asked. '^Let me go forth alone; keep my 
fortune ; I ask no portion of it ; only let me have freedom 
once more to act as my conscience dictates. Oh ! why did 
I ever consent to take the veil so soon ?" 

'' Daughter, have you forgotten the pledges given by you, 
if I would lean to the side of mercy and spare, the lover of 
your friend ? Chastain was saved mainly through your in- 
fluence, because I wished to show you that we are not des- 
titute of compassion. Why, then, wish to escape from us 
yourself? I must condemn you to a penance for this nn : 
four hours of the coming night must be passed in vigils in 
the chapel, while you pray to the Virgin for forgiveness for 
the rebellion whidi has so suddenly entered your soul. And 
now I will listen to your confession." 

Eugenia dared not disobey the command. She knelt be- 
fore him, and, in the desperation of her heart, laid bare all 

S2 
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the doubts and fears that had of late assailed her. The ab- 
bot listened with a frowning brow, and when the name of 
Gerauld Lefevre came firom her Altering lips, he secretly 
uttered an anathema against him, and invoked the aid of 
saint or diemon to give success to the emissaries commis- 
sioned to airest him, that he might gain the power to con- 
trol his fate. As she ceased speaking, he mildly said, 

^< I suspected, my daughter, that some worldly afi^tion 
had asserted Its power over you, and I find I was not mis- 
taken. Exorcise this evil with prajrer, my child. Becite 
fifty aves in expiation, in addition to the fb^t penance im- 
. posed on you, and to-morrow, I doubt not, your mind will 
be in a more suitable firame for the solemn duties before 
you. May the Holy Virgin be with you this night to con- 
sole and sustain you in the right path."\ 

He arose, and slowly dtalked from the room, leaving her 
so wretched, so utterly crushed by what had just occurred, 
that it seemed to her as if death at that moment would be 
the most blessed boon Heaven could bestow upon her. She 
slowly went to the chapel^ and passed the long hours in 
prayer, as she had been commanded, but not to the Virgin. 
In tiiat hour of mortal su£^ing, the intercession of all the 
saints, with the Madonna at their head, seemed a solemn 
mockery. To God alone, in the solitude of the night, could 
she pour forth her anguish ; from Omniscience alone could 
she ask that help which His power on]y could afibrd her in 
the desperate strait in which she stood. 

She was not consdous of the lapse of time; and when 
the nuns came in to morning mass, Eugenia still lay pros- 
trate on the steps of the altar, wearying Heaven with isup- 
plications to enable her to escape the terlible ordoal of the 
approaching day, even at the sacrifice of life itsel£ ' In h^ 
present state of mind she could not — she dared not take the 
vows ; and the confessor had asserted that to refuse them 
now was death. "Then let death come!" she said; yet 
she shuddered at the appalling thought. She was yet so 
young, that life had something to allure her ; and the £Ate 
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awarded to the recusant nun was so terrible, that her soul 
shrank with thrilling dread from its bare contemplation. 
One of the most compassionate among the sisters came for- 
ward, and assisted her to rise. She accompanied her to her 
apartment, and brought restoratives, which the poor suffer- 
er greatly needed. Completely exhausted, she sunk into a 
death-like sleep, from which she was aroused when the hour 
came to be arrayed in the costly bridal robes prepared for 
that ceremony in which she was to renounce all the pomps 
and vanities of life. 

The shrinking victim passively permitted herself to be 
decorated with costly lace and glittering gems. Attended 
by the superior and all the sisterhood, she went into the 
private chapel, and joined in the preparatory masses ; she 
was then led into the church to take her part in the public 
ceremony. 

This large building was crowded to its utmost capacity. 
On the left extended the choir, with an arched ceiling elab- 
orately carved and gilded. On the right was the great 
body of the church, with its lofty dome enriched with sculp- 
tures. The small sanctuaries opening on each side of the 
altai^were draped with embroidered curtains, the work of 
the nuns, and decorated with paintings of scriptural subjects. 
Several niches were occupied by the shrines of the saints, 
before which votive lamps were kept constantly burning. 

But the grand centre of attraction was the great altar. 
It was one blaze of light, flowers, and jewels. On this oc- 
casion all the wealth of the convent was displayed, and the 
altar-cloth glittered with its costly embroidery of pearls, enx- 
eralds, and diamonds. A light grating in front of all this 
splendor scarcely concealed any portion of it from the im- 
mense crowd within the body of the building. 

The lofty arcades echoed with the magnificent strains of 
music that swelled from the deep-toned organ, accompanied 
by several charming and highly-trained voices. As the an- 
them died away, a train came slowly winding around the 
altar, consisting of the superior and her nuns ; and as these 
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dark-robed forms &ced the audience, the fignre of the jonng 
novice stood conspicuous among them, with her white robes 
sweeping around her slender person, her long glittering hair 
rolling. in sunnj ripples over the snowy lace of her dress, 
and crowned with a wreath of orange-flowers. 

She was'pale— oh! so pale that one might almost have 
deemed her an exquisitely fistshioned statue, endowed -mih. 
powers of volition, but for the wild and restless eyes that 
roamed over the crowd before her, as if seeking some com- 
passionate glance to which she might appeal in this^ her 
hour of dire extremity. 

The bishop of the diocese conducted the imposing cere- 
monies, assisted by the abbot in fidl canonicals, and the 
latter glanced with some uneasiness toward Eugenia when 
she first appeared. He seemed satisfied with her air of 
drooping submission, and again turned to the duties before 
him. 

The opening ceremonies were finished — again the tide of 
music poured through the walls: the novice stood in fix>nt 
of the nuns ; the wreath was removed from her brow, as 
she mechanically pronounced the words that vrere whispered 
in her ear by the saperior, for she had quite forgotten the 
formula in which she had been assiduoudy instructed. The 
sacril^ous hand was about to be raised to sever her tresses 
firom her head, when Eugenia uttered a thrilling cry, as she 
sprang forward and stretched forth her arms toward some 
one in the crowd. 

" Oh, Gerauld ! save me — save me !" 

The abbot was near her ; he clutched her fiercely, and, 
drawing her back, muttered, 

" Would you have me stain the very steps of the altar 
with your blood ? Becoil now, and I will immolate you to 
the insulted majesty of Heaven." 

Another wild cry issued from her lips, and she sunk faint- 
ing at his feet. Efforts were made to restore her by sprink- 
ling holy water over her, that the ceremony might be com- 
pleted ; but she showed no signs of returning life for so long 
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a period, that they were compelled to remove her, and state 
to the audience that sudden illness had seized the half-made 
nun, and it was necessary to defer the completion of her 
profession to some future day. 

The crowd dispersed, wondering what sudden frenzy had 
seized the novice and induced her to act thus. The bishop 
was so dreadfully scandalized, that he insisted on the im- 
mediate trial of her who had brought such a signal disgrace 
upon the Church, and that summaiy punishment should be 
awarded her. 

But one heart went forth from that exciting scene in a 
tumult of fear and hope, which ahnost unmanned him. Ge- 
rauld Lefevre could not withstand the impulse that moved 
him to see her he had so long and truly loved renounce the 
world ; and he had ventured into the church only in the dis* 
guise of a workman's dress, without using any effort to con- 
ceal his features ; for he wished Eugenia to see and recog- 
nize them. It was his eye she had caught ; to him she had 
appealed, in the impulse of the moment, and he vowed with- 
in his soul that her appeal should not be made in vain. He 
would risk life and liberty to rescue her; though how it 
was to be done he could not yet see. 



CHAPTER XXVni. 

On the return of Lefevre from Montpellier he reached the 
cottage in the night, and he approached the building with 
'the precaution taught him by his military habits. It was 
fortunate for him that he did so, for, on reconnoitering, he 
found that it contained more inhabitants than when he left 
it. Four horses were sheltered in the small stable, and by 
the dim light of approaching day he recognized two of them 
as belonging to the dragoons. He could easily conjecture 
that their errand there was to capture him on his return, 
and he took his measures accordingly. He removed his 
own steed to the deepest part of the neighboring wood, and, 
securely fastening him, returned to seek an interview either 
with Delmont or Ammonet. ' The latter he expected would 
be on the alert, and he stationed himself beneath the shel- 
ter of a copse of underwood an arrow's flight from the door, 
to watch for his afppearance. 

A faint streak of crimson had just begun to show itself in 
the east, when Ammonet came forth, glanced keenly around 
him, and then moved toward the stable. In so doing, he 
passed near Gerauld's place of concealment, and the latter * 
pronounced his name distinctly, though in a guarded tone. 
Ammonet made a slight pause, but was careful to look in 
a different direction as he inquired, 

" Hist, colonel ; is that you I I have been watching for 
you. Our house is in possession of the enemy. Stay in 
the woods by the old spring until I can come to you. In 
an hour I will join you." 

He passed on, and two strange dragoons came to the 
door of the house, aijd prepared to follow him to look after 
their horses. No sooner were they safe within the stable 
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than Lefevre emerged from his covert, and, gaining the ap- 
pointed place of meeting, threw himself beneath a tree to 
seek repose until Ammonet came. Nearly two hours passed 
before he appeared ; he then brought food with him, which 
he placed before the hungry traveler. As Gerauld refreshed 
himself, Ammonet said, 

''My captain could not come to you himself without 
arousing the suspicions of those that are sent here to watch 
for you ; but he bids me say that Mademoiselle Irene is 
safe at the chateau, and every thing is in readiness for 
your escape two nights hence. In the mean time, the dra- 
goons are looking for you every where, to make you a pris- 
oner, and you must go with me to a place of hiding." 

" And where have you found such a place, Ammonet ? I 
am quite willing to occupy it ; for I am wearied with rapid 
joumejring, and need rest to prepare me for the risks of our 
final escape." 

" It's a gloomy spot, monsieur, on account of what's oc- 
cuired in it ; but it's the only one I know of where yoti will 
be safe. You have heard of the cave where so many of the 
Huguenots w-ere slaughtered?" 

'' Yes ; and is that the only asylum open to me 1" 

''Even that wouldn't be safe, monsieur, if it wasn't for a 
secret I have. In my youth I was bred to the trade of a 
locksmith, and gained great skill in it before I gave it up to 
become a soldier. This was known to many of my com- 
rades ; and when the Ab^s of the Sisters of Mercy wanted 
the avenue closed that leads under her convent from the 
cave, I was sent for to make the locks secure. The sights 
I saw as I passed through the place where the dead Hugue- 
nots lay turned my heart somehow against my own people, 
and r,m afraid I've never been a good Catholic since. 

" The order was that I was to make the lock fasten on 
the inside alone ; but I deceived them — ^for what purpose 
I could not then tell ; but now I know why I was led to 
do it. I made two keys, one of which I concealed; and 
I managed to cover the keyhole on the side next to the 
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care so ingenioiiBly that no one would snspect its exist- 
ence. You must go there, and if the dragoons seek you 
there, as they probably will — ^for it is open now to any one — 
you can use my key, and retreat into the secret passage." 

<« Thank you, Ammonet. Since there is no other spot 
open to me, I must go there, I suppose ; though the associ- 
ations connected with the cave are not the most enlivening 
to one situated as I am." 

^< It's the safest place you can find about here, monsieur. 
I heard last night that stricter orders have been issued for 
your arrest, and the priest they call Father Antoine has of- 
fered a laige reward to any one that will bring you to him. 
To-day it's likely the whole country wiU be scoured over to 
catch you, and it will take some management to get you 
safe to the cave/' 

^< Let us lose as little time as possible, then. I oply vnak 
I could meet the priest as man to man, I am afraid his 
clerical character would not then be a protection, to him ; 
for once he should be forced to fight with other weapons 
than craft and cruelty." 

^< He comes nearer the old evil one of all than any body I 
ever expect to see," said Ammonet, shaking his head ; " for 
he goes ramping about like a roaring lion, seeking whom 
he may devour. Well, colonel, I must leave you now ; but 
when- 1 can get away from the dragoons, I will meet you at 
the foot of the hills, where the cross stands over the grave 
of the murdered traveler." 

The spot indicated was &miliar to Lefevre, and he knew 
it to be well selected, as several roads met there, leading 
through the forest in one direction, and into the wildest re- 
cesses of the Black Mountains Sn the others; thus affording 
more than one avenue of escape in case his pursuers should 
come suddenly upon him. 

" I will await you there," he said, as they parted ; and 
Ammonet returned to the cottage. 

Several miles lay between the frigitive and the point to 
be gained, and he mounted his horse soon after the depart- 
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ure of the dragoon, and cautiously threaded the forest paths, 
listening ever and anon, and avoiding the approach of any 
straggler. 

The son was high in the heavens when he reached the 
cross which leaned from the roadside, moss-grown and 
weather-stained — a monument to a barbarous murder com- 
mitted there nearly half a century before ; and a cairn of 
stones lay heaped around its base — an offering from the 
superstitious country peojple, who believed it a pious duty 
as they passed to throw a stone upon the pile. A thick 
growth of underwood, on the side next to the forest, of- 
fered a sufficient shelter both for his horse and himself, 
and there Lefevro awaited the appearance of his guide. 

Twice he heard parties pass, that, from their cbnversa- 
tion, were evidently in pursuit of himself, and he stood with 
his bridle in his hand, ready to leap into the saddle, and 
dash among the hills at the slightest intimation on their 
part of an intention to turn aade from the main road. 

At length the voice of Ammonet, trolling an air of which 
he was fond, came to the ears of the tired watcher, and in 
a few more moments he joined Lefevre. 

'^ Ah ! colonel, I am glad to find you safe ; for, as I told 
you, there's a regular search afler you. That meddling old 
priest has been to our house asking afiter you himself, and 
roundly telling my captain that his intimacy with a heretic, 
and a suspected man, is not to be tolerated. I stole off and 
left him thero; so now, as the road seems dear, let us dash 
into the mountain path beforo us^ and get to the cave as 
soon as may be." 

No second bidding was necessary. Lefevre mounted, and 
the two set out at full speed tow»xl the desired spot. For- 
tunately no interruption occurred, and in safety they reach- 
ed the narrow gorge leading to the dizzy mountain path be- 
fore described. At that point they dismounted, and Ammo- 
net &stened the horses to the stem of a cedar that jutted 
out from the hillside. With firm steps the well-trained 
soldiers threaded the narrow way, and in a few moments 
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reached the open space in front of the entrance. The door, 
so artfully contrived, was broken in fragments; and the 
opening lay dark and grim before them. 

Ammonet had brought the means of striking a light, and 
a bundle of torches with him. All was silent within, and, 
after lighting one of these, they ventured to enter. As they 
passed on, Grerauld gazed with awe upon the scene so won- 
derfully made by nature— so terribly desecrated by man. 
The cave had been often visited by the brutal soldiery since 
the night of the massacre, and their favorite amusement was 
to de&ce and destroy the exquisite workmanship which un- 
told ages had been necessary to produce. 

The floors were covered with fragments blackened by the 
gunpowder used in blowing^ them up, and occasionally one 
was seen bearing upon its surface the bloody witness of the 
crime consummated there. Many battle-fidds had Lefevre 
witnessed, but nothing had ever moved his manly heart like 
this* scene of unresisting slaughter of a people whose only 
crime was the worship of Deity in a different form from thai 
prescribed by authority. 

They paused a few moments bedide the spot on which the 
altar had stood, and Ammonet described to his companion 
the awful scene enacted there. Around it were the graves 
of the hapless Huguenots; and age, manhood, youth, and 
in&ncy lay there, until the final resurrection shall bring 
them before the face of Him who will judge justly between 
the oppressor and the oppressed. Then what wOl it avail 
them that they cry, ^' Lord, in thy name have we done 
this," when He repUes, << Depart from me ye workers of ini- 
quity, I know ye notf" 

<<Let 4IS not tany here," said Gerauld. <<The terrible 
scene brought so vividly before me makes my heart ack." 

Ammonet led the way toward the passage discovered by 
Ferron, and they threaded it slowly and cautiously. The 
inner cavern was also desolate ; and that, too, had shared 
in the passion for destruction maiiifested by the soldiers: 
scarcely a portion remained untouched by desecrating vio* 
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lence. The avenue leading from this had been artfully 
concealed hj piling in front of it the enormous boulders 
which had been scattered aroimd. 

Ammonet had some difficulty himself in finding the exact 
spot behind which the entrance lay. By creeping through 
the open spaces between the immense masses, he gained it 
at length ; and then, by applying the strength of the two to 
remove the obstructions in their way, they opened ^a pas- 
sage in a lateral direction, which could afford free ingress 
to two persons walking abreast. 

Then Ammonet held the light close to the iron plate 
which covered the lock, and pointed out to Gerauld how 
nicely it was contrived to escape observation. He touched 
a concealed spring, and it slowly glided back and revealed 
the aperture for the key. On applying this, the lock turned 
readily, and, unclosing the door, the gloomy avenue stretched 
darkly before them. Ammonet had brought a supply of 
food, and the means of keeping a light. These were de- 
posited on this spot as the safest place ; and he advised Le- 
fevre to remain either within or near it, that he might be 
ready to secure his retreat at a moment's warning. Cap- 
tain Dehnont, he assured him, would see him that nighty 
and more fully explain the measures he had taken to se* 
cure his escape. 

Ammonet then left him, and, worn out with fatigue and 
loss of rest, Lefevre at once ensconced himself within this 
secure retreat, and sought the repose he so greatly needed. 
He carefully secured his light, and then, spite of his un- 
easiness, slept for several hours. 

He was aroused by the sound of shouts and blasphemies 
in the cave, and soon ascertained that an active search for 
himself was proceeding, in which a large party seemed en- 
gaged. Lefevre removed his light beyond a curve in ^he 
avenue, lest a glimmer of it around the edges of the door 
should betray him. He then returned to the opening and 
listened to the conversation of his pursuers. The voice of 
one who seemed in authority said, . 
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" Boys ! leave not a nook unexplored ; for Father An- 
toine has doubled the reward this morning. This pestilent 
heretic comes fix)m a nest of unbelievers that are as stiff- 
necked as Satan himself and his reverence wants to catch 
him as an example." 

" We'll find him if he is burrowed any where here, for 
we know every hiding-place in the old black hole." 

In their search they came among the boulders, and peeped 
around them. Lefevre drew his pistols and cocked them, 
ready for use in case they should be needed ; for, assured 
of the safety of the retreat he had provided him, Ammonet 
had inadvertently taken the key away with him, thus leav- 
ing Gerauld without any efficient means of securing the 
aperture should the soldiers have the hardihood to attempt 
opening it. One of them spoke close beside it : 

"Boys! here's the door the nuns had put here. Now 
wouldn't you like to get through on the other side, and see 
what them Sisters of Mercy does with them they haven't 
any mercy on ? Pm sure I would.'* 

"it don't matter if you would; they've taken pretty- 
good care to keep the Hkes o' you out o* their dark places. 
Why they do say that there are heretics kept under ground 
there th^will never see the Kght of day again." 

" And it's good enough for them ; only I think it's queer 
treatment for women who call theirselves Sisters of Mercy 
to give to others, just because they don't think alike about 
the mass. For my part, I don't see any use in thinking, 
especially when if s dangerous. Let the priest do that for 
me, and keep feir weather between me and my conscience. 
I pay him for it, and it is his business." 

The men seated themselves upon the boulders, and seemed 
disposed to hold 9* regular carouse. They took out their 
wine flasks, and drank to each other's health. They re- 
mained there until peremptorily summoned away by the 
officer in command ; and for several hours Gerauld could 
hear their voices sounding through the cavern. 

Finally all became still again, and he took a book from 
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his pocket ancl endeayored to read ; but his mind could not 
fix itself upon it. The. consciousness that the building so 
near him contained Eugenia, whom he was so sobn to lose 
forever, filled him with restless and miserable reflections. 
On the morrow she was to take the vows, and he was reso- 
lute to brave every danger to behold her once more. 

At midnight Delmont came, accompanied by Ammon^t. 
The two Mends held a long conference, in which every de- 
tail of the proposed flight was arranged. A light covered 
wagon, such as were used by country people for transport- 
ing grain to market, was to await them in the hills at a 
point about half a mile &om the cave which was on the 
direct route to the sea. Thith/er Delmoat undertook to 
convey Irene in safety. She was no longer watched close- 
ly, and could eflect her escape from the chateau with little 
difficulty. 

Captain Delmont strongly opposed the intention of Le- 
fevre to be present at the profession of the young nuiv on 
the following day; but Gerauld would listen to no re«- 
monstrances. He felt that he must see Eugenia once 
again, and the risk to himself weighed as nothing against 
that fervent, resistless desire to behold her, although it 
was only to renounce him forever, together with aU that 
can make life worth endurance. As Delmont arose to go, 
he said, 

" By coming here in the night, I have evaded the vig- 
ilance of the dragoons quartered on me as spies, and I must 
return before day. Bemember, Lefevre, that two hours be- 
fore dawn on to-morrow night you must be at the Eagle 
Pass: the wagon will be partially loaded, to deceive those 
who may pass it, but ample space will be reserved in the 
centre to render you and Irene comfortable. If possible, I 
will meet you at the sea-coast ; if not, the driver will be ac^ 
companied by Ammonet, who knows the precise cove in whidi 
the English brig lies awaiting your arrival I «hall myself 
place Irene under your protection ; so, at all events, we shall 
meet once more. And now, may Gknl bless you, and bring 
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jou safely out of fdl your perils, is the sinoere prayer of my 
heart" 

Thus ihey parted, and Gerauld again snatched a few 
hours of fitful repose. When he awoke, he partook of the 
cold proyifflons Ammonet had left him, and, taking a freshly- 
lighted torch, proceeded to thread his way to the entrance. 
Desolation marked the route, and there was now little diffi- 
culty in tracing it. He wandered slowly along until he 
reached the opening, through which the morning sun was 
brightly shining. 

Extinguishing his torch, Lefevre carefiilly concealed it, and 
stepped forth in the light of day. All was still around him, 
and, after gaining the main road, he struck into a path* 
way which he knew would lead, by a drcuitous route, to 
the chapel attached to the convent. Every nook among the 
hills had been familiar to him in his boyish years; and with 
such knowledge of the country, he doubted not his power 
to evade the pursuit aflter him in case he should be recog- 
nized. He had thought it best to remove the false wig and 
eyebrows, as in the close contact of a crowd the attempt at 
a disguise might be detected, and lead to suspicions he eould 
otherwise avoid. 

Near the entrance to the chapel, Lefevre mingled with 
the crowd that streamed into it without attracting particu- 
lar notice, and with a heart devoured by anxiety and disap- 
pointment he looked on the pomp with which they sought to 
immolate the victim of their wiles. He placed himself where 
he could command a good view of the altar ; and when Euge- 
nia, pallid, and evidently suffering greatly, stood before him, 
he with difficulty restrained himself from rushing forward 
and makingan insane attempt to tear her from the altar. 

But when Eugenia caught his eye — ^when she raised her 
arms and appealed to him to save her, his agitation became 
overpowering. He started forward, but felt himself forcibly 
withheld* On looking around, he saw Ammbnet, who had 
fortunately sought him out and secured a place near him. 
He whispered. 
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" For God's sake, be quiet, monsieur, and I can put jou 
in a better way to save that poor girl than to lose yourself 
in trying to help her." 

"Howl in what manner!" muttered he, in reply. 

"Come with me, and I will tell you in a better place 
than this." 

By this time Ei(genia had been removed from the altar, 
and Lefevre became more composed. His excitement had 
evidently attracted observation, and amidst lowering looks 
he made his way to the door, followed by Ammonet. As 
the latter was known by his uniform to be one of the dra- 
goons, it was supposed by the crowd that he was following 
Lefevre as a suspicious person, and both thus gained the 
open air in safety. Togetiier they struck into the hills, and 
while they held a consultation from which important results 
were to flow, we will return to Eugenia. 



CHAPTER XXTX. 

The bishop who had conducted the ceremonies of the 
morning was a man of violent prejudices and unyielding 
firmness. He held the honor of the Church above every 
earthly thing, and great was his exasperation at the scene 
which had brought such scandal upon it. He peremptorily 
commanded that condign punishment should be visited on 
the helpless girl who had been its cause : her trial must take 
place immediately, as he chose to pronounce her sentence 
himself, and his presence was demanded in Toulouse, to sit 
in judgment on several conspicuous heretics. 

He summoned the trembling abbess before him, and 
sternly questioned her as to the discipline to which the 
novice had been subjected. She could with truth answer 
that, until the. moment of her strange outcry, she had sup- 
posed Mademoiselle Altenberg to be a voluntary candidate 
for the veil. She gave a concise relation of her entrance 
into her house, and the subsequent incidents in her life, to 
which the reverend prelate listened incredulously. 

"It is very strange," he said, "that at the last moment 
she should thus recoil; and yet you should have no suspi- 
cion of the unwillingness with which she assumed the vows." 

"It is nevertheless quite true, holy father. I was as 
much surprised, and as deeply shocked as yourself at her 
conduct," 

"Who has been her confessor "? He must have known 
the state of her mind." 

The abbot was standing in a recess listening to this con- 
versation. He stepped forward and replied, 

" I occupied that post, monseigneur, and until within a 
few days past Mademoiselle Altenberg seemed perfectly 
happy in the prospect of dedicating her life to the service 



THE HUGUENOT EXILES. 433 

of Heaven. In that time the son of the recusant Lefevre 
has been seen in this neighborhood : he was once betrothed 
to her, and doubtless this is the last temptation of the evil 
one to win the soul of this promising candidate from the 
joys of paradise. Unfortunately, the sister of Colonel Le- 
fevre was received here a short time, and, in the hope of 
bringing her over as a proselyte, IMademoiselle Altenberg 
was permitted to associate freely with her. Doubtless the 
presence of the sister brought back the memory of the 
brother, and unfortunately caused this outburst. I trust, 
my lord bishop, that you will have compassion on this 
young girl, and not judge her with the extreme rigor the 
Church permits in such cases." 

This defense was ingenious, but it availed not against the 
anger of the bishop. He exclaimed, 

" Svjch cases ! I trust that this is the first one on record 
of so flagrant an insult to the sacred majesty of the holy 
Catholic Church. I am bound by my position to maintain 
that dignity, and I command that this girl shall be brought 
to trial within the hour, and I myself will sit in judgment 
on her before I proceed to my other duties." 

There was no resource but to obey, and the superior went 
to the cell to which Eugenia had been conveyed, to ascertain 
if she was in a condition to comprehend the proceedings 
about to take place against her. As one condemned by her 
own contumacy, she had been placed in a small square room 
in the subterranean part of the building, which contained 
nothing save the hard pallet on which she lay, a crucifix, 
and a vase of holy water. 

One of the humbler sisters was with her, and when the 
superior entered Eugenia had recovered from her long attack 
of insensibility, and was sitting on the side of the couch en- 
deavoring to recall her bewildered faculties. The sight of 
the abbess brought the whole scene in which she had so 
lately acted vividly before her, and she raised her hand to 
ascertain if her hair had been severed from her head. She 
looked up and said, 

T 
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« The rite was not finislied then, and I am not a profess- 
ed nun r 

" So much the worse for you, poor child," replied the 
abbess, compassionatelj. ^' What sudden frenzy seized you, 
and caused you to lose yourself thus ? The bishop will not 
be appeased. He insists on an immediate trial ; and you 
know enough of our discipline, Eugenia, to be aware to 
what that inevitably leads.'' 

Eugenia grew even paler than before. She pressed her 
hand upon her heart, and after an instant asked, 

^' What is the extreme punishment I have incurred?" 

The superior was not so destitute of feeling as to be will- 
ing to answer her. She evasively said, 

'^ You will soon know. Even now the judgment hall is 
preparing, and you must soon be led to it." 

" By whom will I be tripd r 

" The bishop will preside, assisted by Father Antoine and 
one of the brothers from the Dominicans." 

Eugenia covered her face with her hands, and the trem- 
ulous motion of her slight frame betrayed what was pas^g 
within her; but after a struggle she conquered her fear. 
The natural courage of her soul arose to sustain her ; she 
felt that she was tl^ wronged one ; and she would, in these 
last moments, speak the truth, even if martyrdom should be 
the result. 

Presently a blow was struck upon the door that sound- 
ed sonorously through the vaulted passages, and a deep- 
toned voice commanded, 

"Bring forth the prisoner!" 

The door was thrown ynde at the summons, and two 
tall forms stood without covered completely by their sa- 
ble garments. With a strength Eugenia had not believed 
was left in her frame she stepped forth and walked between 
them. They reached that terrible room from which the 
accused never issued save to die or meet imprisonment for 
life, and she was placed in the chair for condemnation ; a 
strange figure to be there and thus — for she still wore her 
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bruial robes, and her hair fell in heavy iliasses over the back 
and arms, forming a golden veil aronnd her person. 

Eugenia had nerved herself for the ordeal, and the abbot 
gazed with surprise upon the erect head, the lately color- 
less cheeks, now tinged with a faint streak of crimson, and 
the resolute mien. He found means to pass behind her 
chair and whisper, 

" Follow my lead, and I may save you from the worst." 

As he again gained a view of her face, he saw with anger 
and alarm that her lip was curled with an expression that 
seemed to defy his wiles. 

The bishop stiU wore his canonical robes, and he formed 
a singular contrast to the sable figures beside him. With 
a stem brow he regarded the prisoner ; her youth, nor the 
position in which she Was placed, did not move him. He 
only saw in '^her one who had dared to offer insult to the 
only thing he had been taught through life to reverence— 
the authority of the Church, and he was ready to judge 
her accordingly. His deep-toned voice rang out clear and 
hard as he said, 

" Eugenia Altenberg, you are brought hither to answer 
for the highest crime you can commit against the most au- 
gust of earthly institutions. You have insulted the sacred 
Majesty of Heaven by refusing the vows you had been pre- 
pared to take. What have you to say for yourself in excuse 
for your sacril^ous and most disgraceM conduct to-day f 

Eugenia's voice arose clear and distinct as she replied, 
"Nothing, my lord bishop, have I to advance save the ex- 
treme unwillingness with which I came forward to assume 
the veil." 

" And why this unwillingness f I am informed that the 
superior even suspected not its existence." 

"Nor did it exist until a few hours since. I sincerely 
desired to become a nun. I permitted the term of my no- 
vitiate to be shortened at the earnest solicitation of my con- 
fessor ; but when I ascertained frY)m him that, so far from be- 
coming a religious devotee, I was only gaining the liberty to 
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do evil which exceeds that pennitted in the world I desii^ed 
to renounce, I recoiled with all my soul from the profession 
I had wished to make. This, my lord, is my only defense." 

The bishop turned to Father Antoine, and stenily asked, 

" What, then, have you laid bare to her *?" 

"Nothing that is not well known to us all," he haugh- 
tily replied. "I am your willing assistant, my lord, in 
' serving the cause of the Church ; but I will not receive re- 
proof from you. Behold the evidence that I possess the 
right to give it to you." 

As he spoke, he placed before him a papei' with heavy 
wax attached to it, bearing the seal of the Pope upon it. 
The prelate glanced upon its contents, and bowed respect- 
fully as he replied, 

" I seek not to censure a worthy son of the Church, who 
has served it as faithfully as you have. What fate do you 
advise shall be awarded in this case ?" 

" If it may be so, my lord, I would incline to mercy. 
Thb accused is young; she may listen to our persuasions, 
and return to the right path." 

"Prisoner, do you hear that our brother intercedes for 
you t What have you to say in furtherance of his wishes?" 

Eugenia arose and stood before him : 

"I have this to say, my lord, that the priest asks my 
life that he may make of it a wreck and a desolation. He, 
the vowed minister of Grod, has asked of me to become his 
wife, when he knows that, however pure the tie may be in 
the sight of Heaven, among men it is not recognized as 
legal or binding, and it is in direct violation of the vows he 
has taken. My lord, it was his loathsome words of love 
that opened my eyes to the condition of the house I was 
about to enter. Once its vowed slave, and I should have 
been completely in his power; therefore I recoiled at the 
risk of life itself." 

" And life you have surely sacrificed," said the abbot, be- 
fore the bishop could respond. " I resign you to your fate ; 
let it be severe as the Church awards." 
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The third monk, who had hitherto remained silent, now 
spoke: 

" The prisoner must be strongly tainted with heresy, or 
she would not have dared to act so irreverently beside the 
sacred altar of Grod. The accusation she brings against 
our holy brother in the faith, Antoine de Chalus, is an- 
other proof of her contumacy ; and she has rendered her- 
self liable to severe punishment on that score alone. I 
insist that the extreme penalty provided in such cases be 
awarded." 

"Well and wisely spoken," replied the bishop. "Have 
you aught to say to the charge of heresy, prisoner?" 

Eugenia clasped her hands in anguish, and her voice had 
in it an expression that must have moved any heart but 
that of an inquisitor. She said : 

"When I came hither, I was one halting between two 
opinions, and the subtle eloquence of yonder evil man con- 
vinced me that the Church to which he belongs is the true 
one. He taught me to believe that the tales I had been 
told of its unrighteous abuse of power were chiefly the in- 
ventions of her enemies, and I blindly walked into the path 
he pointed out. Now I know that, for his own purposes, I 
was &tally deluded. My fortune has gone to swell the cof- 
fers of the Church ; my liberty I myself surrendered at his 
instigation ; and now my life is demanded as the price of 
the fatal error into which he led me. I yield it. I would 
sooner perish than live the life he dared to sketch to mc 
yesterday, w:hen he came here to receive my last confession 
before the veil was to be assumed. I shall not die a nun, 
and I thank God for saving me from that." 

The bishop raised his hand : 

" Prisoner, you have been heard. Now listen to my Voice 
while it pronounces your just doom." 

He paused, and motioned to the superior who had been 
present throughout the scene. She threw over the white 
dress of the young girl a robe of coarse serge, which con- 
cealed her whole person. Summoning all her strength, 
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Eugenia stood erect to hear the terrible &te that awaited 
her. The bishop proceeded : 

'< I condemn you, Eugenia Altenberg, convicted of high 
crimes and misdemeanors against the holy Apostolic Church, 
to be lefl alone three days in the Subterranean that lies be- 
yond this hall. A loaf of bread and a pitcher of water shall 
be placed beside you, and that is to be the only sustenance 
afforded you during that time by mortal man or woman at 
the risk of the anathema of the Church, which has con- 
demned you to this punishment. At the dose of that pe- 
riod you will be removed to the cell of the condemned, 
where you will be retained in dose confinement during the 
remainder of your life/' 

Eugenia grew faint at the appalling prospect before her ; 
but she struggled to regain her composure, and presently 
raising her head, she said, 

"Even this will be preferable to the life of wretchedness 
I must have endured with those professing to be the follow- 
ers of Christ, yet who secretly violate exerj command of his 
law. The agony will be sharp, but it will be brief; for I * 
shaU not survive the three days of darkness in that dreadful 
place. But God will receive his own, though condemned 
by the iniquitous judgment of man.'' 

The Dominican descended from his seat and undosed 
the door leading into the cavern beyond. As the prisoner 
glaneed toward it her frame shivered, and her steps falter- 
ed in spite of her courageous words. Father Antoine ap- 
proached her, and firmly grasped her arm : as she felt hi». 
loathsome touch, she recovered her self-control, and walked 
steadily toward the door by which she firmly believed she 
passed from life to death. As she reached it, she turned 
and addressed the superior. 

"Adieu ! madame. You can not comprehend that I pre- 
fer even the awful doom before me to the life you lead ; but 
it is certainly true. May Grod teach you to mend it, is my 
earnest prayer." 

Then, turning to the bishop, she said, 
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**My lord, in the hour of death, ;when the long array of 
innocent lives you have condemned comes up before you, 
may mine not be the hardest one to bear ; and may Heaven 
not deny to you that mercy you knqyv not how to grant to 
others." 

She then passed out of the judgment hall, the Dominican 
carrying a lamp before her, which cast its faint rays into the 
depths of darkness around, while Father Antoine still held 
her arm and guided her steps. When they had proceeded 
some distance, he whispered, 

" Foolish child ! Is death so welcome, that such a doom 
is preferred to the life and love I oiffer you? I leave you 
the three days in which to repent. "WTien starvation has 
fixed its fangs upon your vitals — when darkness has told its 
tale of horror to you, I will return, and see what'your choice 
will then be." 

Eugenia shuddered, for the fear of his presence was even 
more terrible than the fate tM-t menaced her. She made 
no reply, and when they had gained a distance of about two 
hundred yards from the judgment hall, the three paused. 
The lamp, with a small pitcher filled with water, and a loaf 
of bread, were placed upon a fragment of stone, and on one 
close beside it the exhausted girl sank* 

"Adieu! daughter," said the Dominican, hypocritically, 
** and may Heaven enable you to recognize the justice of 
your punishment." 

The abbot only said, " Remember, and repent ;" and the 
two left her to her fate. 

Eugenia raised her head and looked after them, but their 
forms were soon lost in the gloom. In the distant door a 
lamp was held as a guide to their steps, and she watched its 
faint twinkle with a feeling of utter desolation it would be 
vain to attempt to describe. At length it vanished, and she 
could not repress the cry that burst from her lips as she felt 
that she was alone in the wide dark void around her, which 
was only made more tangible to her senses by the feeble e? ► 
cle of light cast by the lamp they had left her. For a few 
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moments she was completely mmerved, and she sank pros- 
trate upon the cold stone: its chill struck through her 
frame, and aroused her to the necessity of reflection. 

The words of the priest^ the fear of perpetual imprison- 
ment, both acted as a stimulant to her energies. She res- 
olutely arose, resolved to wander away from the spot on i 
which they had left her, and perish in the gloom around, 
sooner than be again thrown in the power of her ruthless I 
judges. Eugenia lifted the lamp : it could not last many 
hours, and she must seek some other spot before it expired. 
Her eye feU on the bread and water : she eagerly drank the 
limited portion of the latter which had been left, and then, 
taking the loaf with her, she ventured forward, starting at 
every step, and almost expecting some fearful form to rise 
before her and bar her progress. 

These nervous terrors gradually left her as the increased I 

difficulties of the pathway occupied her attention. Every 
instant impediments presented themselves, and, as she over- 
came them, the thought was uppermost to her that at every 
step she was removing herself farther away from him she so 
loathed and feared, and she went on until she became so | 

much exhausted she was compelled to sit down and rest. 

Weariness, want of food — ^for she had scarcely tasted ( 

nourishment for twenty-four hours — ^and sickness of soul, | 

at this crisis, completely overcame her, and Eugenia gradu- 
ally sunk into a state of partial insensibility. Hours passed 
away ; the lamp was nearly exhausted ; yet the poor girl 
lay still and white upon the earth, with no defined feeling 
but an acute sense of fear that her light would soon expire, i 

and leave her in that deep darkness to die alone. Then 
the thought that God is every where came to cheer her | 

desolation, and she prayed for help, if it might be ; for rea- , 

ignation, if she must die. I 

In the mean time, two figures, each one canning a light- 
ed torch, came slowly through the tortuous avenue leading I 
into this dreary place ; and on the face of one was an ex- 
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pression of hopfe which had not lately been seen there. 
They reached the outlet a^ove the stream, and Gerauld said, 

" If she should not be here, after all ! Ah ! you can not 
tell the horror of that thought to me. If I can not rescue 
her, after that wild appeal to me, my happiness, my life, 
will become a perfect wreck." 

" Fm almost sure she will be here, monsieur ; for I know ' 
this is the place where they put the condemned to pass 
through purgatory, as they call it, before they remove them 
to the cells where they are to pass the rest of their lives." 

" That may be mere rumor, Ammonet. We can not be- 
lieve half that we hear of these secret institutions. How 
did you find this out ?" 

"Well, monsieur, the friar who employed me to make 
the lock was a gossiping fellow, and he told me a great 
deal. We went together into the place we're coming to, 
and I saw evidences that people had been left there, not 
only to do penance, but to die." 

Gerauld shuddered at the idea of his ^Eur and delicate Eu- 
genia being left in such a spot to perish ; and he scrambled 
through the aperture above the stream, and cast his light . 
into the blackness beyond. No ray of light shone from the 
opposite side, and he sprang over the frail bridge, still left 
standing, with which the dragoons had spanned the stream 
in their foray upon the fated Huguenots. In his heart was 
the desperate intentipn of never leaving the spot unaccom- 
panied by her he came to seek. Ammonet followed him, 
and when they gained the opposite bank, he lighted a lamp 
he .carried for that purpose, and placed it at that point as a 
beacon to enable them to retrace their steps. Then they 
went on their search. They dared not call, lest their pres- 
ence might be betrayed, and for an hour they wandered to 
and fro with no result. Despair was &st gaining the mas- 
tery in the heart of the excited lover, and Ammonet said, 
in a desponding tone, 

^' Pm 'fraid its useless trouble, monsieur ; and they've put 
her in the prison at once." 

T2 
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" Then we must rescue her from that. Can we not find 
the entrance to the cells f • * " 

. " That would be a desperate venture, monsieur, and one 
I wouldn't like to engage in myself. If we were foimd out, 
we both might safely say we would never see the light of 
day again." 

" Why should we be found out ?" impatiently asked Le- 
fevre. " I can not leave these vaults and know that Eu- 
genia remains in them. She has no one but me to look to 
for rescue, and I should be a miserable craven to fail her 
in her direst need. Leave me, Ammonet, if you choose, 
but I must proceed xmtil I find her." 

"M. Lefevre, this is madness; you will only lose your- 
self, without — ^" 

" I care not ; life is worthless if she is lost, and thus — I 
must rescue her." 

As he thus spoke, they turned an angle which seemed to 
open into another wide waste of emptiness. A faint lu- 
minous point, like the last red gleam from an expiring ta- 
per, loomed in the darkness, and Grerauld impetuously con- 
tinued, 

"Here! there is a beacon of hope at last. Follow me, 
Ammonet, for she we seek is on that spot." 

Keeping his eyes fixed upon the gleaming point, and re- 
gardless of every impediment, Grerauld made his way to the 
place on which lay the senseless form of her he so eagerly 
sought. The lamp was expiring, and the burning wick had, 
at the most critical moment, guided them to her side. In 
her wanderings she had left the main cavern, and the nook 
in which she lay completely screened the feeble light from 
the observation of her two friends, until its last fading glim- 
mer providentially became visible to them. 

To snatch the lifeless girl to his breast, and utter the 
wildest assurances of love and protection, was the first im- 
pulse of Lefevre ; but no reply came from her pale lips — ^no 
gleam of consciousness flitted over those white features, and 
in anguish he moaned, 
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"They have destroyed her — ^terror has deprived her of 
life. Oh, wretches, accursed wretches ! are such the deeds 
you dare to commit in the name of the merciful Redeemer? 
Eugenia ! my angel, my adored, look up ! Speak to me, I 
conjure you." 

" Monsieur, do not give way thus. Let us get her out of 
this frightful place, and then we can do something to re- 
store her. She is only in a swoon.'' 

As he spoke, Ammonet took the torch the young officer 
had" hitherto carried, and led the way to the distant light 
which marked their point of egress. To get away from this 
gloomy place was now the only thought of G^rauld. Swift- 
ly they threaded their steps to the stream, the weight of the 
dight form he bore scarcely impeding the movements of 
Lefevre. They crossed the bridge, entered the avenue, which 
had been so widened by the soldiers that it afforded free 
passage to the lover with Eugenia in his arms ; and they 
paused not till they reached the throne-room, and securely 
fastened the door behind them. Then Lefevre looked on 
the pallid face that lay upon his breast, and with emotions 
of wild joy saw that consciousness was returning. He gave 
her wine, which seemed to revive her, and in a few moments 
she unclosed her eyes. Their wild gaze met that of Lefevre, 
so full of love and solicitude, that the heavy eyelids drooped 
over them again as she murmured, 

"Are we in heaven, Gerauldt for I could never meet 
you in any other place, after all that has passed." 

He replied, in tones of tenderest affection, 

"You are saved, my sweet love I You are in the arms of 
him who will protect you from all further evil, or die in the 
attempt. Rouse yourself, my Eugenia ; for much remains 
before us ere oiu* escape is effected." 

The consciousness that she was indeed saved — ^that Ge- 
rauld was beside her, seemed to endow Eugenia with new 
life. She raised herself from his supporting arms and looked 
around : a shudder thrilled her frame as she said, 

" We aro' still in the cave. We are not yet safe, and 
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you — ^you, Grerauld, may fisJl a victim to your e£forts to res- 
cue me." 

'^ Fear not, my angel ! we are safe ; and so soon as you 
have strength to do so, we will proceed. A wagon awaits 
us, to which I will remove you ; there you will find your 
Mend Irene awaiting you, and together we will gain the 
sea-shore. Before another day has passed away, I trust we 
will be on our way to England." 

An expression of joy shone over the expressive &ce of the 
young girl. She took his hand, and pressing it fervently to 
her lips and heart, said, 

" Pardon — ^pardon, generous, noble heart, that I ever for 
one moment believed any fate preferable to becoming yours. 
Oh, Gerauld I I have been fearfully punished, ^ut let us 
lose no time. I am strong — ■ 

She arose, and would have gone on alone, but Gerauld 
passed his arm around her and sustained her Mtering steps. 
Ammbnet led the way with the torches, and afber sev^al 
pauses, that Eugenia might rest, they reached the outiet. 

Lefevre saw by the position of the stars, and the height 
to which the moon had risen, .t]^t it was late in the night. 
When they came to the edge of the precipice, he again lifted 
Eugenia in his arms, and said, 

" Now close your eyes, Eugenia, and I will bear you 
safely over the narrow pathway before us." 

Implicitly relying on his judgment, and happy to feel 
herself under his protection, she obeyed him ; and with a 
heart beating with joyful thankfulness, Lefevre carried her 
in his strong arms over thedangerous ledge. 

The horse of Ammonet was concealed in the ravine await- 
ing his master, who was to accompany the wagon as an es- 
cort ; and Eugenia was placed on it. The two young men 
walked on either side, and in silence they pursued the road 
to the Eagle Pass. Fortunately they encountered no one 
on the route, and gamed the rendezvous in safety. 

Delmont and Irene were already there, and we pass over 
the joyful surprise of the latter at meeting the &iend she 
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had believed lost to her forever. Boom for another fugi- 
tive was found in the wagon, and after receiving the heart- 
felt adieux of Delmont, they set out on their dangerous 
journey. Twice on the road to the sea they were in immi- 
nent danger of detection, and consequent arrest ; but the 
tact of Ammonet averted the calamity ; and at twilight of 
the following day they reached a retired cove, in which lay 
a small vessel that had been hovering around that portion 
of the coast several days awaiting their appearance. 

The brig was already crowded with refugees, and, as the 
party of Lefevre was the last one expected, she immediate- 
ly prepared to set sail. Many were the thanks lavished on 
the shrewd and kind-hearted dragoon by those he had so 
faithfully served ; and at the moment of parting Irene drew 
£rom her finger a ring she had long worn, and insisted on 
his accepting It as a token of remembrance from one who 
deeply regretted her inability to reward his services in a 
more suitable manner. 

He replied, with the gallantry of his race, 

<< This, mademoiselle, is more precious to me than lands 
or gold, for it has been worn by you. I will bear it next 
my heart to my dying day." 



CHAPTER XXX. 

Two years have passed since the dose of otir last chap- 
ter, and in a small cottage in the outskirts of London our 
refugees are still to be found. They tarried there, hoping, 
from week to week, to hear something from the father whose 
uncertain fate was a source of deep and wearing anxiety 
to them. Since the destxnction of the valley church, M. 
Lefevre had never been heard from. His son had written 
letters to every point at which Huguenots were received in 
Europe, and had twice visited Holland himself, in the hope 
that some dew might be found which could reunite them. 

The pastors of the desert, who still, in spite of persecu- 
tions, visited their native land, and followed their vocation 
by stealth, made such efforts as were possible to trace him, 
but entirely without success. In that time, vessels from the 
colony of Virginia had arrived in England, and no such ref- 
ugee could be heard from there. 

Lefevre had collected quite a party of emigrants around 
him, and, chiefly through his efforts, a grant of land had 
been made to them on the .banks of the James River by the 
King of England. As the time for their departure dre^ 
near, his solidtude concerning the fate of his father became 
painful in the extreme ; but we will enter with him in his 
cottage home. • 

Eugenia, now his wife, is the happy mistress of that 
home ; but a doud passes over her sunny face as her eye 
falls on the sable dress of Irene ; for, alas ! as the crown to 
all her bitter trials, Irene is a widowed bride. 

The ship on which Chastain had embarked was wrecked 
soon after reaching the Atlantic, and no one escaped to tell 
her sad fate. Fragments of the vessel had been picked up 
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with her name upon them, which afforded the only dew to 
her loss — ^and thus had that living mass of misery been 
buried in the depths of the sea, as had been foreseen by 
those who sentenced them to such a doom. Irene grieved 
as only women of deep and high-toned feeling can grieve. 
It was a life-sorrow to her, to which her strong religious 
faith brought the only consolation she could now receive. 

Gerauld came in, looking weary and disappointed. Eu- 
genia drew near him, and smoothed the dark hair from his 
brow as she asked, 

" What annoys you, dear Gerauld 1 Of late you seem so 
troubled, that I am unhappy about you." 

<' Petite, 'tis only the same cause of uneasiness pressing 
more nearly on me. The time draws near when we rmtsst 
leave this country for our new home, and my poor old fa-, 
ther is still a wanderer where his children may never meet 
him again." 

Eugenia sighed, and Irene drew near them : 

" Ah ! if we could only hear from him ; only be re- 
united with him, I should feel almost happy once again," 
she said. 

A rap came to the door, and a refugee, like themselves, 
handed in a sealed package addressed to Lefevre. He said, 
by way of explanation, 

'^Another family reached here from Languedoc to-day; 
and they brought this for you." 

Lefevre thanked him, and his countryman retired. On 
opening the package, it proved to be from Captain Delmont, 
and contained two inclosures : one was to Irene, offering 
her his hand again, and declaring that his affection was un- 
abated; the other was to Lefevre, and contained the last 
written confession of* the Sieur de Montour, dictated to 
Delmont from the bed of death. In it he relented so £w 
as to inform his nephew that under No. 51 he would find 
his father, in one of the galleys at Marseilles ; and he could 
take such steps as would lead to his release. 

" Two years' service in the galleyB ! Oh, my God ! can 
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he have lived throng them !" exclaimed the son, with pale 
cheeks and quivering lips, while his two companions burst 
into tears and wept bitterly. After a silence of deep emo- 
tion, Grerauld said, 

^' Eugenia, see that a change of clothing is packed for me. 
I must set out for Marseilles to-morrow." 

'^ Bight, my dearest Grerauld. Lose no time in seeking 
our &ther ; but how will jou be able to r^ain his liberty 
without incurring great danger yourself?" 

'^I still have the pardon granted him by the king two 
years since, and that will suffice to rescue him even now. 
With the assistance of Delmont and a good disguise, I can 
manage it without much danger to myself. So, sweet wife, 
do not fear for me while I am goi^e. Grod will protect the 
son who goes on so holy an errand as this. I will write 
to Delmont to-night, and he will receive my letter before 
the sailing vessel I must go in can reach France." 

Ailer regaining sufficient composure, Irene also wrote to 
Ddmont. She thanked him for his constant affection, but 
declared her unalterable intention to remain the widow of 
Chastain; for the affection which had matured with her 
life could never permit a rival in her heart to him who 
had so sadly perished. 

On a chilly day toward the dose of winter, an officer in 
the uniform of the French service came, by permission, on 
board of a galley lying in the harbor at Marseilles. The 
vessel was of strange construction, and deserves a descrip- 
tion. It was about a hundred and fifty feet in length, with 
a long case of boards running from stem to stem, to protect 
the hold from the waves that washed over the deck when 
the boat was heavily laden. On each side of this frame 
were placed the benches for the rowers, one end of which 
was made £ast to it. The seats were but half a foot in 
width, and were covered with sack-doth stuffed witlf fiock. 
Over these benches a cowhide was thrown that reached to 
the feet of the occupants, and afforded an imperfect protec- 
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tion from the waves that constantly poured over the deck 
when the boat was in motion. 

To these wretched seats the galley-slaves were chained, 
six to each one, with an oar in front of them fifty feet in 
length, which they were required to keep in constant and 
regular motion, under peril of the lash or the bastinado. 
Among murderers, thieves, and blasphemers, punished for 
their crimes against society, were to be found hundreds of 
Huguenots, condemned to this terrible existence for adher- 
ence to their religious principles; and toward them the dis- 
cipline was even more severe than in the case of the male- 
&ctors. 

The captain of the galley, a coarse, brutal-looking man, 
came forward to receive the visitor. 

" Is it curiosity or business which brings you here V he 
bluntly asked. 

'< Business," briefly responded Captain Delmont. ^'I 
wish to see No- 51, if you please." 

" Fifty-one I Let me see ; that is the Huguenot preach- 
er. He fainted at his work yesterday, and if it occurred 
again, I ordered him to be thrown into the sea. I don^t 
know whether it was done or not ; I will see." 

Inexpressibly revolted by this cold-blooded brutality, Del- 
mont followed him about half the length of the vessel, and 
they paused opposite a bench to which five athletic men 
were chained ; the sixth one was a gray-haired, wasted form, 
that seemed scarcely able to sustain himself upon his seat. 

"There is No. 51, and a miserable devil he is," said the 
captain. ^' Hardly life enough in him to be worth claim- 
ing, if that is your business here." 

Delmont was inexpressibly shocked at the wretched con- 
dition of his old friend, who looked toward him with dim 
eyes, and a mind so dulled by suffering that he did not rec- 
ognize him. He said, 

" I came hither with the pardon of the king for this man, 
and I require him to be delivered to me without delay. 
Here is the order for his release." 



I 
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The captain glanced over the paper he produced, and 
carelessly said, 

" Fm sure you are quite welcome to him ; he would 
have died in a few more days, and there are plenty of Hu- 
guenots to put in his place." 

The feeble, broken-down man was released, but long con- 
finement to one position had rendered him nearly incapable 
of walking. Captain Debnont almost bore him in his arms 
to the carriage he had in waiting, and conveyed him to 
comfortable but obscure lodgings, where his son anxiously 
awaited his appearance. M. Lefevre was too much ex- 
hausted to recognize even one so dear to him, and he was 
placed at once in bed, and every attention lavished on him 
that could restore health of body and mind. 

The pardon of the king under his own hand had not been 
disputed an instant, and the rescue of the prisoner had been 
promptly effected. Ailber a long sleep, he awoke once more 
to recognize the face of his son, and gradually his percep- 
tions seemed to return. 

A few days of detention were inevitable to recruit M. 
Lefevre's wasted frame before undertaking a sea-voyage; 
but at length they weire able to embark, llie perfect rest 
he enjoyed, the presence of his beloved son, and the pros- 
pect of soon meeting his daughter, acted like magic on the 
depressed old man. Life and energy were revived within 
him; and when they landed in England, Irene was less 
shocked than she had expected to be by the change she 1^ 
held in him. 

The remainder of the winter waa spent in preparations for 
the voyage to the New World, and with the opening spring 
the party of exiles, consisting of more than a hundred refu- 
gees, set out for the colony of Virginia. 



CONCLUSION. 

On a bright daj in June, in the year 1687, the vessel 
bearing this little band of conscientious men and women 
cast anchor opposite Jamestown. Her deck was crowded 
with groups looking with earnest and longing eyes upon the 
land of p;x>mise they had so long desired to behold. 

Among them sat a venerable and serene looking patri- 
arch, surrounded by his children. Grerauld stood in front 
of him, while on dther side sat Irene and Eugenia, holding 
his hands clasped in theirs. As the ship swung around to- 
ward the land, the white-haured pastor arose and said, in a 
loud, clear voice, 

<< The Lord has brought us out of all our troubles ; let us 
return thanks to his holy name." 

Every knee was reverently bowed, and M. Lefevre ut- 
tered a brief and deeply touching prayer ; then a hymn of 
thanksgiving arose impulsively from the grateful hearts that 
at length had found a haven of rest from persecution. 

At that day the arrival of a ship was an event, and eveiy 
soul in the village* hurried down to the landing to offer the 
new-comers the greeting of friendship and peace. Grerauld 
clasped the hand of his wife, and said, 

" Here we will make a new home, my beloved, in which 
peace, truth, and the pure love of the All Father shall 
dweU." 

^^ In its shelter I shall find a true life," she replied, with 
moistened eyes. " Oh, my husband I to you I owe every 
thing ; and hand-in-hand will we go on the journey before 
us, seeking to know the will of Heaven, and, as far as may 
be, performing it." 

The father clasped his daughter to his heart, and both 
felt how different for her would have been the future luul 
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Chastain been "vvith them. Irene repressed the tears that 
sprang to her eyes as she said, 

" I am very happy, father, in having you restored to me. 
The goodness of God was so agnally shown in that, that I 
dare not repine." 

She raised her iaar face, with an expression of angelic 
calm upon it. The wind swept back the folds of her black 
veil, revealing its delicate beauty to those upon the shore, 
and a cry of joy came from the heart of one who stood ready 
to spring upon the deck so soon as the landing was effected. 

"Does joy ever kill?" he asked himself; "for J can not 
pause to prepare her for a meeting now." 

The ship touched the strand : he bounded upon the deck, 
the next moment reached the side of Irene, and, clasping her 
in his arms, exclaimed, 

« Mine— mine at last I Oh, Irene ! best-loved, long-ex- 
pected, I have not trusted and watched in vainl" And 
Irene awoke from a momentary faintness to know that 
Chastain himself held her in his arms. 

The explanation was soon given. Mnding the ship must 
inevitably be lost, Claude lashed himself to a piece of the 
wreck : he had been picked up in an insensible state by a 
vessel bound to New Amsterdam, and such care taken of 
him as restored him to health. After many difficulties and 
delays, he had succeeded in making his way to Viiginia 
during the past winter. 

In the confident expectation of their arrival, he had al- 
ready prepared an humble home for their reception, and 
thither the whole party proceeded at once. A' portion of 
land had been allotted to him, which he planted and culti- 
vated himself, and the fruits of the earth already began to 
reward his industry abundantly. Beneath the shelter of a 
patriarchal group of trees a rustic cottage, covered with 
wild vines, which Chastain had transplanted from the 
neighboring woods, reared its front ; and now all his care 
in decorating her home in the New World was rewarded 
by the tender smile and sweet thanks of his beloved Irene. 
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The grant of land belonging to the new settlers was 
higher up James River, and to it thej removed during the 
summer. The first house erected was for the worship of 
God, and the people lived in tents while its construction 
went on. M. Lefevre was installed as its pastor ; and there, 
surrounded by his children and grand-children, he lived to 
extreme old age, happy in beholding the union and prosper- 
ity that existed among this little band of pilgrims, who took 
for their motto, " God and our adopted country," and dis- 
seminated far and wide the truths for which they had so 
severely suffered. 



Many years after the enactment of the foregoing scenes, 
the abbot met the fate his cruelties merited. After the 
escape of Eugenia, he preferred remaining in Languedoc, 
where he could aid in extirpating the heretics, and his pro- 
ceedings are matter of history. Promoted to a high rank 
in the Church, his evil power was thereby extended, and 
scarcely a family belonging to the Huguenots escaped with- 
out a deadly injury from him to some one of its members. 
The spirit of the Beformers was at length aroused to rebell- 
ion by Jean Cavalier, who led the Camisard war. In one 
of his forays Antoine de Chains was made prisoner : he was 
bound, and each man among his troops who had cause of 
complaint against him was permitted to come forward and 
give him a blow in commemoration of it. Scores of stem 
&ces and burning hearts stepped from the ranks, and as 
each blow was dealt the giver cried out the crime it expiated. 

At the same time, the prelate's constant attendant, Per- 
ron, was captured, and stabbed to the heart by a brother of 
one of the victims immolated in the cave through his base 
treachery. 



THE END. 
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